THE INVENTOR 


TO THE READER 


Freud. Subconscious and psychoanalysis. Homosexuality. One new 
topic. And that’s why it will seem extravagant to many. Impossible. And 
despite that in the West there are attempts at this topic. I’m talking about 
the novels of André Gide and Panait Istrati in France. And about 
Hernandez-Cata in Spain. And maybe there are others who treat this 
forbidden by human hypocrisy plot... 

Today the times are different... And still, there will be people who will 
cast stones upon “The Inventor” and its author. Nothing surprising in 
that. There have always been fools and hypocrites... 

But I trust the reader who has their own opinion. The good and 
intelligent reader. He will appreciate the novel anyway. He _ will 
understand the feelings of the author and the characters... At that I will 
add that “The Inventor” isn’t just a novel about psychoanalysis and 
perverted sexual feeling. It is simultaneously a social and cosmopolitan 
novel. Maybe the first cosmopolitan novel in Bulgarian literature. 

As to the critics —- I calmly await their verdict. 

Sofia, October 1930. 


FROM THE AUTHOR 


ft PE 


1. Nikolas Stavridis 


See, only now do I fully understand the tale about king Trajan’s goat 
ears. I understand it, because I too am in the position of the unfortunate 
barber. In any case I won't dig a hole to stick my head into and to yell 
three times: “King Trajan has goat ears...” Maybe the times of tales have 
long ago flown into the bottomless pit of the past and with them the 
naive actions of the characters. Maybe... but sorrow still drags itself along 
the earth. What should I do? Sometimes I want to go to some friend and 
to air out my pain. But I feel I won’t be understood. They don’t look so 
deeply into things, and maybe I am too sentimental. Whatever I am, that 
is me. It weighs on my soul and if I was a believer I would go to The 
Lord’s temple. But no, The Lord’s temple is for those who are low spirited. 
And I am not of the flock. My hole, where I will tell this secret, will be 
this notebook. A little comical really! I, who have always laughed at the 
various poetic diaries, to keep a diary! But I swear (of course, there’s no 
need for an oath), that this notebook won’t have anything in common 
with the diaries of the poets. It weighs on my soul and I want to talk. But 
I fear I won’t be understood. And my sorrow will become twice as large... 

Yes, brother (I turn to you, unknown brother, who in this moment 
calmly stands on the white margins of the notebook), you are mute. And 
maybe you don’t exist. Even better. This way my secret will be told 
without being repeated. Listen, always when I remember that fallen man 
I am seized by a wild desire: to find him and to kill him. But he 
disappeared without a trace and my searches were in vain. But when I 
consider it calmly (as much as that is possible), it seems to me that he’s 
more likely a victim of miserable circumstances, of the depravity of 
people. And I pity him and cry upon his suffering. You, brother, don’t 
know him, nor have you even heard his name. His name is Nikolas 
Stavridis. Be careful if you meet him, because from a victim he’s turned 
into a predator. But let me tell you this story from the sole beginning. I 
feel innocent, but despite that, always when I remember that night, some 
shame comes over me, maybe because I didn’t break his head then. But 
I swear, in a second such scenario I will do it... 

It was in the beginning, right after my arrival in Buenos Aires. I had 
just started working at the glassware factory. And suddenly I was met 
with an unexpected evil. One of my molars started hurting. This one, do 
you see it, with the filling? The pain was so strong that it didn’t allow me 
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to work. I needed to get help from a dentist. I didn’t know Spanish - as 
I told you it was at the start of my stay. One Bulgarian man advised me 
to go to some dentist, a Greek woman from Plovdiv. He had been to her 
a few years prior — she spoke Bulgarian quite well. And he gave me her 
address. Then he warned me she might have changed her lodgings. He 
had gone so long ago... I decided to look for her. I found her at the given 
address: calle* “Umberto Primo”... Senorita** Angelina - that was the 
name of the Greek woman - really was from Plovdiv. But she had almost 
forgotten how to speak Bulgarian. Despite that we came to an 
agreement. She had to give me a filling, by first killing the nerve. I told 
her that I entrust not only my tooth, but my whole head into her delicate 
hands. Let her do what she sees fit and not ask me anymore. Senorita 
Angelina smiled at my compliment. She was an old and skinny girl. In 
her speech and smile there was something childish. Something sweet, 
that despite her outward ugliness made her pleasant. She didn’t have a 
large clientele and because of that I stayed more than was necessary. 
We talked quite a lot despite her weak Bulgarian. In places she explained 
her thought with Spanish and French words, and sometimes she resorted 
to Turkish. 

She told me about her past (maybe my youth and her loneliness had 
pushed her to do it) ... She was Greek but even to this day she hadn't 
known Greece. She was born in Plovdiv and there she spent the happiest 
years of her life — her childhood. But after that (and she herself didn’t 
know why) her brother emigrated to Tsarigrad***. And they - mother 
and daughter - had to follow him. As to her father, she didn’t remember 
him. He had passed when she was two years old. In Tsarigrad they didn’t 
have much luck and they headed to Alexandria. But in Egypt it was the 
same fate! Mother and daughter worked all day under someone else, but 
it wasn’t enough. And the brother did some business with deals along the 
harbor, but mostly he lost, and they had to support him too. At last the 
brother decided that they didn’t have to stay in Egypt either, so they 
gathered the houseware and set out to search again for the promised 
land. Some accidental good fortune stopped them among the shores of 
Tunisia. But it was only a mirage. And again they took up the cross of 
their wandering. And there they were in Marseille. There it was better 
than the hot sands of Africa. But it was the same misery there too. The 
mother had almost gone blind from sewing others’ clothes and stopped 


* calle (Spanish) — street — Author’s note 
** Senorita (Spanish) —- young lady — Author’s note 
*** Tsarigrad (Bulgarian) — an old name for Istanbul - Translator’s note 
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working. And the brother got lost somewhere. But his absence wasn’t felt 
because he didn’t support them anyway. Then she was already quite 
mature. They called her mademoiselle* Angeline. She was even pretty. 
But she had to constantly work and to take care of her aging mother. 
Then the brother returned. This time he had a lot of money and they set 
off to Buenos Aires. Here he helped her for the first time and she 
managed to graduate with dentistry. But she didn’t like Buenos Aires. A 
person felt as if sunken into some sea of houses... And then, this noise! 
Ah! This constant noise — that killed her mother. She, poor thing, could 
have lived longer, but she needed to breathe mountain air. She needed 
to go to a resort... 

- And do you know, mister - continued senorita Angelina, - here only 
the millionaires go to resorts. But in Plovdiv it’s different. Right, mister? 
Yes, in Plovdiv it’s different... 

There everybody went to resorts. And the mountains were close by. 
That’s why her mother had loved Plovdiv so much. She, poor soul, had 
died of sorrow... 

I had to explain to her that in Bulgaria life had gotten hard and 
expensive. That there too only the millionaires go to resorts... She 
listened to me with lips agape. Only millionaires get to really live over 
there too? Why hadn’t I come earlier, to explain all this to her mother. 
How I would have soothed her! Maybe in that case she wouldn't have 
died... 

The poor girl! She had grown old, but her soul was still that of a child. 
It was pleasant to me to talk with her, because she expressed herself 
simply and with no pretentiousness. Sometimes our conversations were 
endless. 

One day her brother peeked in. She called him over and introduced 
him to me. We got to know each other. He spoke Bulgarian excellently. 
He was interested in the politics and trade in Bulgaria. It seemed, he was 
well versed in everything that had to do with my homeland. As we left 
his sister’s office he invited me to go to some café and to talk, as is 
befitting of men. The things in Bulgaria interested him. And if he could, 
he would help me. I couldn’t refuse him. We went to a café on “Entre 
Rios”. We talked really as befits men, who are meeting for the first time 
and want to pass off as men of action. He talked about the rose oil, the 
stock exchange speculations, about the possible trade relations between 
Bulgaria and Argentina and about whatever else... I nodded affirmatively 
like a person in the know. I have to admit, that as critically I outwardly 


*mademoiselle (French) — young lady — Author’s note 
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acted, more and more unreservedly I believed his words in my soul. And 
he went on with his endless projects... Before he had owned a workshop 
for repair of cabotage steamers. He had sold it because it was small and 


inconvenient. Now he thought about building a dock for seafaring 
steamers. He gave me his calling card: 


NIKOLAS STAVRIDIS 


shipbuilder 

I in turn told him that I had finished high school and that I wanted 
to study engineering. He promised me his full support. As we parted he 
told me it was inconvenient for me to look for him in his sister’s 
apartment. I could most easily find him at the big café “Colon” on 
Avenida* de Mayo. The first table to the right of the main entrance. I 
could have noticed him even from outside. He was there every evening 
from 6 to 8 o’clock. We agreed that I would look for him on the first 
Saturday after that. Afterwards we bid each other farewell. I was filled 
with hopes. And the mister shipbuilder took a taxi and went in the 
direction of the Congress. 

> KK 


If there weren’t so many naive people, then there wouldn’t be so 
many victims. But, alas! Youth, and especially the wild and beautiful 
youth, is always naive. I eagerly awaited the Saturday so I could meet 
with my great benefactor. No suspicion! Do such wonders not happen on 
the screen every day? And in few novels do the heroes win in an almost 
magical way? And lastly, aren’t I in the city of millionaires, the city of 
endless opportunities? Rapt in such thoughts, I was feverishly preparing 
my toilette. It seemed to me that I had caught fortune by its tail and that 
the next day I would turn into a fairytale Baghdad prince. And maybe I 
am already one! And I looked at myself, slightly red, in the crystal mirror 
hung on the bare wall. I looked at myself like a girl who goes for the first 
time on a date. Oh! Is it that easy to go to café “Colon” on the big Avenida 
de Mayo? Do I need to embarrass my benefactor? No, a thousand times 
no! It would be better if I don’t go... But then I too have a decent suit 
and I will go... I was more than sure in the support that my benefactor 
would provide me. Only one thing was bothering me: what do I ask of 
him? He made me understand that he would hire me as a director of his 
future shipbuilding company. That was wonderful. But besides that he 
had ties with some English company. Its steamers made trips to all the 
big ports in the world. A real journey around the world! Ah, how easy it 


*Avenida (Spanish) — boulevard — Editor’s note 
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would be so step on board one of those transatlantic ships when behind 
you you've got the recommendation of one such eminent shipbuilder. Of 
course, I won’t be able to study engineering, but to hell with the 
engineering!... And I imagined I was on the deck of one of those floating 
castles. And maybe I am at the helm... The sea wind, the salty air and 
the sun from all latitudes have turned my skin into bronze. And my hair 
shines like melted tar... And eternal travel on the capricious waves. Today 
the ocean is tender and smiles upon us like a father towards beloved 
children. Tomorrow it roars like a betrayed husband. And the next day 
it’s uncertain like a crazed old man. And we still sail. The giant rides the 
waves and tears the expanse of air. Let the father Ocean not be angry!... 
Honolulu, Manila, Canton, Calcutta, Bombay, Suez, London, New York!... 
For me there are no more hidden corners on the earth!... But then on 
the deck comes She, a wonderful exotic flower (this happens in Manila 
during one of our journeys around the world). She, the only beloved 
daughter of the multimillionaire, one of the kings of sugar. But She is 
sweeter than all of the sugar of her “papa” and more divine than all of 
Zeus’ daughters. And then She falls madly in love with me, with the 
bronze deity with the black curls and... No, it’s better I stay forever at 
the helm, gazing out into infinity, caressed by the rays of the sun... But 
maybe, who knows, She is so charming, So... 

I have been on Avenida de Mayo for a long time and I am wandering 
through the crowd. Suddenly I startle. Goodbye, daughter of the sugar 
king of Manila. Watch out, Juan! I start to stare at the signs of electric 
lightbulbs. I almost go blind from so much light. I step on people and 
people step on me. The sea of people sways me. And the bare feminine 
flesh makes my head spin. The orchestras of the big cafés along the 
avenida are playing... What they’re playing — it can’t be heard. But the 
movements of the bows can be felt so clearly. It must be something 
passionate. Passionate like the life itself that churns along the wide 
sidewalks. I feel simultaneously insignificant and great. A poor porter and 
fairytale prince, in an even more wonderful city. Ah, how happy is youth, 
when it hasn’t yet met the disappointments in life. And twice as happy is 
the one who in old age continues to live with the trust of the golden 
youth... 

Café “Colon”! A light shiver goes through me. Then it is here that my 
benefactor awaits me. Instinctively I looked to the right of the main 
entrance. The Greek man was there. I was unpleasantly surprised to find 
that there were two strangers on the same table. I watched for a minute, 
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enveloped in the crowd, unnoticed by anyone. Nikolas Stavridis was 
laughing and gesturing, and the two strangers carefully listened to him. 
It made a disgusting impression upon me his short stature, his 
emaciation and his animalistic smile (I don’t know whether animals do 
smile, but in his smile there really was something animalistic, that 
remained forever engraved in my memory, even though I tried to 
instantly wipe it away with the sponge of veneration). It was really 
disrespectful of me to feel such things, even despite my will, towards the 
person who my stupid naivety had surrounded with the halo of a great 
benefactor. 

I went in a little indecisively. But when the shipbuilder saw me and 
affectionately shook my hand, my confidence returned. The he 
introduced the two strangers to me. They were from the crew of one 
Greek steamer that had just arrived at the harbor in Buenos. ,The 
commander and the first officer on board” is what Stavridis told me. It 
was a little uncomfortable because with them my benefactor conversed 
in Greek, and with me - in Bulgarian. But, on the other hand, it seemed 
to me that it’s better this way. Stavridis ordered again coffee for the four 
of us. A thin “mozo”* with a broken collar served us. We drank our coffee 
slowly. Only the shipbuilder wouldn’t shut up. He entertained at one 
moment me, at another moment his fellow countrymen with flat jokes. I 
started getting tired of it and at last expressed my displeasure. 

- Eeh, my friend, don’t be angry! You want us to be left alone... and 
it will happen. The officers need to get back on board anyways. 

And it seemed that the officers were sick of my presence too. Nikolas 
Stavridis paid. Then he offered me to take a walk. I didn’t understand 
what he told the Greeks. Outside the avenida was constantly swarmed 
as ever. And the automobiles in four endless chains slid along the 
asphalt. My benefactor stopped one elegant taxi. The four of us got in it. 
On the near corner, after a dangerous maneuver, the taxi crossed the 
avenida. After that it slid in the opposite direction towards the 
Congressional Plaza. The automobile with its gentle movement was like 
a venetian gondola. The gardens and fountains in front of the Statue of 
freedom with their countless electric lamps and projectors had turned 
into the fantastical decors of “One thousand and one nights”. We turned 
onto “Entre Rios”, then onto “Umberto Primo”. The taxi stopped a 
hundred paces from senorita Angelina’s apartment. Nikolas Stavridis got 
out. He talked something over with the Greeks then turned to me. Told 
me that he had to see his sister briefly but it was uncomfortable to go 


*mozo (Spanish) —- boy, garcon, waiter — Author’s note 


| 7 }@———__. 
with the car right up to the entrance. He said a few words to the driver 
too and then he walked away. Uncomfortable! His reason seemed 
somewhat odd to me. The Greeks were whispering something to each 
other. I tried to talk to them in French. But neither I, nor they spoke the 
language of diplomats. We had to be silent. Really in the circumstances 
that was most diplomatic. Umberto Primo isn’t the most crowded of 
streets. It was about 9 o’clock in the evening. There was almost no traffic. 
The shipbuilder stalled. That surprised me and even started causing me 
some fear. The driver was mumbling something to himself. I didn’t 
understand him. The Greeks were whispering to each other again. At 
last, after more than half an hour, maybe that’s how it seemed to me 
(the length of time is inversely proportional to our wishes), my 
benefactor came. The motor roared. And the taxi slid again. Again “Entre 
Rios”, Plaza del Congreso and fountains of multicolored lights. We 
alighted down the wide flow of Avenida de Mayo. Suddenly the taxi 
stopped. The commander and the first officer got out. Nikolas Stavridis 
counted out a few notes of a hundred pesos for them (that was the first 
time I had seen notes of hundred pesos!). Then they, with the smiles of 


sea pirates, disappeared into the wide entrance of a shining bar. 
> KK 


The taxi flew forward again. It turned onto a side street, then onto 
another and stopped before a small, but luxurious cabaret. I had sighed 
with relief when the Greeks had left. And now I was entering the coquette 
hall of the cabaret, overtaken by a bright joy. Joyful was also the 
shipbuilder. Good sign — I thought to myself. We sat at a small glass 
table in one of the corners. At the end of the hall, on the Estrada, 
beautiful (at least they looked so from the spot where we were) half- 
naked women were performing musical and ballet numbers. There were 
few visitors. Maybe it was still early. Nikolas Stavridis tapped me on the 
shoulder: 

- Eh, what do you think of them, my friend? - and he winked slyly 
towards the Estrada. 

I was silent. I started feeling uncomfortable. I thought that the 
difference in our ages would save me from such intimacies. And to tell it 
straight, my virginity was scandalized. 

- Eh, what do you think, what are those beauties’ jobs? -— And 
because I didn’t answer, he continued: - To sing, to dance, and to... 

I blushed. The Greek man was laughing insolently. 
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- Don't be shy, my friend! This night we will have fun. The nights are 
made for fun and love... as to the stock exchange deals, there’s time... 

I thought to object, but I was afraid not to insult my all-powerful 
benefactor. Eh! That was what I thought then. Then I got angry at my 
virginity. And that was a man! Must I blush at such allusions? I’ll look 
ridiculous in the eyes of my benefactor. Of course between men 
everything is allowed. 

I laughed, even if it was forced. There was no other way, I had to be 
a man. My companion maybe couldn’t grasp the real reasons for my 
initial embarrassment. He continued joking around. And from his horrible 
face it never vanished, that animalistic smile that had become revolting 
to me from the very beginning. I felt that I must play the role of a jester. 
And let me admit, I played it in a satisfactory manner (even if for the 
first time and with no rehearsals). Nikolas Stavridis didn’t stop with his 
cynicisms. I started fearing the consequences. 

At one time he pinched my thigh and started whispering to me: 

- Pick one of those over there, and then easy... It’s enough for a 
person to wink at her... after midnight she’s yours. I’m paying... 

His words scared me. If this man decided to lead me to the bed of 
the harlot, I wouldn't have the courage to turn her away. I monstrously 
hated her and simultaneously madly wanted her. Which one? - All of 
them... yes, all of those naked creatures of the Estrada of the small 
cabaret. They all coalesced into the mighty image of the woman harlot. 
A mighty image with two faces, like the ancient deity Janus. And maybe 
that’s why she simultaneously attracted and repulsed me. My benefactor 
had become a demon tempter. A Mephistopheles, who dragged me that 
way... And I, despite my role of jester, had to react. I told him, with the 
tone of a gluttonous voluptuary, that I had grown bored of all those dolls. 
And then I added, after a significant pause, as is befitting: 

- By the way these butterflies of the night aren’t always harmless... 

- A propos... - started my benefactor. 

And he attempted to give me an accurate notion of the brothels in 
Buenos. Officially here existed no such establishments, because the law 
didn’t let them operate. But, of course, all of that was only “officially”. 

I asked him how it’s possible for them to exist since the law prohibits 
it... Of course, the law prohibited them from existing “officially”, but 
otherwise didn’t pay much mind. That was only to comfort the fools and 
the professors, because the law should rightly allow the existence of such 
pleasant and useful establishments. 
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- There is no theft here, so the police have no reason to intervene... 
And most important is that the owners of these establishments are rich 
and revered citizens of the republic. Does the law need to hinder them?... 
Brothels are transactional enterprises, like all others, and therefore 
sacred and inviolable. Yes, sacred and inviolable, like all property and all 
trade... 

And my friend again pinched my thigh and winked devilishly at me. 
I laughed, even though I had no reason (wasn’t I in the role of a jester! ?). 
Nikolas Stavridis continued excitedly. He most liked that there were 
special brothels with virgins. There went the millionaires’ sons... No 
danger! And then, what an environment, what decadence! Really, it was 
expensive, but that’s how it should be. It was hard to find virgins today. 
Only in the really cultured and rich countries could there be such luxuries 
for the “gentlemen”. And my benefactor pinches me again. This is too 
much! I’m overtaken by anger that I silently stifle. Could I really be angry 
at the man who would introduce me into society. At the benefactor who 
would turn me into a fairytale Baghdad prince! Oh, naivety, oh stupid 
selfishness, that turns into self-loathing. I had to admit I am not like that 
naturally, and that night for the first and last time, yes, for the first and 
last time, I lackeyed. Like a woman that gives herself to the aging 
millionaire for a pearl necklace... Like a woman... No, worse, because I 
was prostituting with my soul. With the clean and white soul of a virgin. 
Yes, that night I prostituted, dizzy with the ringing of gold and the songs 
of the naked maenads. That night... a gigantic black stain that will always 
weigh me down like a deadly sin... For me to be so dishonorable! For me 
to be a jester for some lout, for a man who had sunk so low!... No, I will 
never forgive myself... 

And despite that, that night I continued being a jester. Stavridis 
pinched me again. In my soul rose a wild hatred, but I smothered it and 
tiredly smiled. 

- Friend, you seem to be getting bored. 

I watched him with a strange smile. On the Estrada a naked beauty 
was doing voluptuous contortions. Some “solo excentrique”*! The 
saxophone was writhing in spasms and the big drum could have popped 
at any moment. 

- I thought that these lady friends would cheer you up... Let’s go out 
then... Ey, mozol... 


*Solo excentrique (French) - eccentric solo — Editor’s note 
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The waiter showed up. A black suit and a starched snow-white dress 
shirt. With a sleazy smile on his face. The Greek man paid. We got up. 
At the exit a gigantic black man* with golden buttons smiled to show us 


his white teeth and for... a tip!!! 
> KK 


Outside I could rest, but not for long. It seemed, that night I had to 
drink the entirety of the bitter glass of disappointment. I tried to start a 
conversation with my benefactor about my future job. But he interrupted 
me with his usual idiom: “The nights are for entertainment and love, and 
the days — for work.” Afterwards he added: 

- Tomorrow is Sunday. You're free, we'll go down to the Greek 
steamer. Don’t forget, dock N92... We will look for it there. We will have 
time for everything... 

How could I have refused him? Imperceptibly we had dragged down 
to “Lavalle” - the street of cinema. Cinemas and only cinemas! That 
scares the European. But for the American, who values his time, it is of 
much use. Every moment a person can go into some cinema, where just 
now has started a new projection of the latest “Super-production”. 
American sensations! Without them the existence of anything “American” 
is unthinkable. We too went randomly into one cinema. We sat at the 
end of the theater, almost entirely alone. The cinemas in Buenos are so 
many that they are rarely filled. They were projecting some nautical 
drama. I don’t know if such a film was to the audience’s taste. But for 
me, the son of a land-faring family (but who knows, my father is from 
Western Thrace. Maybe one of my ancestors was a cruel and bloodthirsty 
pirate along the islands of the Aegean Sea!!), the sea has always 
fascinated me. And the storm intoxicates me like the fiery gaze of a 
southern beauty. But no less drunk was the Greek man. The harsh life of 
the sailors had reminded him of his own youth. And in whispers he told 
me about the adventures of his wild youth... Yes, he was just a youth 
when he left his mother in Plovdiv. Then how much misery and what 
burdens, spent among the scaffolds of Stambul** or among the sailboats 
of the local Greeks there. But that was nothing compared to the troubles 
he faced as a contrabandist on the islands and along the shores of Syria 
and Egypt. What a life!... The small one-mast sailboat is swaying helpless 
in all directions. And he, up on the mast locked an eagle-eyed gaze far 


*TIn the original text the man is called by a very offensive racial slur. It has been 
removed and replaced in this translation —- Translator’s note 
**Stambul (Bulgarian) — colloquial name for Istanbul - Translator’s note 
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into the excited breast of the sea. And you need to keep your eyes open 
because the captain of the sailboat, the old seadog, will hang you on the 
only mast before he falls into the hands of his enemies... But that’s the 
past too... Then, then, could he remember everything? Thanks to the old 
Greek man from London he had gotten an education in England. He had 
moved over to the United States after that, and during the Great War he 
was a lieutenant in the English fleet. He had gone around the waters of 
the Atlantic Ocean with a battle transport. And what fear of submarines... 

The Greek is shaking. He’s so agitated. But odd, why has he hugged 
me like that? Then little by little his hands slither along my thighs. Maybe 
that’s just a coincidence. I remove them. But then again, with greater 
persistence, something slimy and disgusting is slithering along my 
thighs. Those are the hands of my benefactor. Really, odd! I’m ashamed 
and disgusted, but I keep silent. And the Greek man is like drunk... God! 
Is it only that?... As for the shipwrecks? He three times, with the help of 
Saint Nicholas, has been rescued from the depths of the sea. No, sailing 
is revolting work. Whole months stuffed in a floating prison, far from 
people, far from women... Eh, my friend, you don’t know the sailor’s life. 
You don’t know the misery of the cargo steamers and the sexual arousal 
on the battleships. So many young and strong men far from women... 
Yes, far from women - the most horrifying curse in the world. How many 
wild ones fall into delirium. And what sorts of powders and medicines the 
on-board medics are forced to give them. Insanity and what filth!... 
Animals! 

The Greek continues whispering. But I’m almost not listening to him. 
Some silent but persistent battle is going on between my hand and his, 
which are endlessly crawling along my thighs. And here is the oddest 
thing: in that moment I continued not understanding the miserable role 
of my benefactor. But what can you ask of innocence and youth? They 
are so, until evil and depravity kiss them with their wicked lips. 

Still the greek was whispering... whispering some wild curses towards 
the merciless waves and the drunk sailors. Then suddenly his voice 
became quiet and bright like a prayer. His hands shook. It seemed that 
his whole emaciated body shook... And on the screen the gigantic waves 
furiously poured upon the poor steamer. Death, perched upon the fog 
mast, with a mysterious smile awaited its demise. A poor and pitiful shell! 
The people and the iron spasmed in convulsions. And more and more 
monstrous the waves came on... There, one last wave covers the prow of 
the steamer... They are dying... 
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- God, Saint Nicholas, help them! - the Greek man’s face is twisted 
into a wild grimace. 

The lights turn on. I sigh: 

- It’s late now, aren't we leaving? 

We go out. The street is swimming in light. It’s as if my benefactor 
startles: 

- Listen, friend, you live so far away, and now it is so late... - He’s 
silent for some time. Then adds: - I have a habit, when I’m late I don’t 
go to my lodgings. Why should I bother them... 

I watched my benefactor with curiosity. I didn’t understand why he 
was telling me all this. 

- So there is this hotel nearby, familiar, clean... There we can spend 
the rest of the night. Tomorrow we will have to be together again 
anyway... Come on! 

I protested. I felt uncomfortable. 

- No discomfort! You don’t have anything to be shy for. Aren’t we 
men in the end... or you are afraid? 

- Afraid! Of what? So then, if I won’t cause you discomfort, I will 
come... 

We started walking. The hotel was somewhere nearby. Really, not 
long after we stood in front of its entrance. The porter greeted Stavridis 
like an old acquaintance. After checking it turned out that the rooms with 
a single bed are all taken. The Greek man turned to me: 

- Eh, what should we do, my friend? There are no rooms with a single 
bed. Should we get one with two beds? 

- Why not? It’s not like we are different sexes... - I joked. 

The room was paid for immediately. We went to the first floor. One 
lackey opened the door to a gorgeous bedroom, in “empire” style. Then 
he bowed and soundlessly disappeared along the line of the carpet. I was 
tired and immediately started undressing. My benefactor went into the 
adjacent bathroom. When he came back I had already gone to bed. Not 
long after he undressed and went to bed, and had beforehand locked the 
door and turned the electricity off. But not five minutes had gone by and 
Stavridis moved in the dark onto my bed. 

- Make room for me! 

- Why? - I was stunned. I didn’t object and he got himself 
underneath my blanket. 

- Ah, how warm it is here!... - My benefactor was shivering all over. 
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Some type of lightning shone in my mind. So, that trickster, Trifonov, 
hadn’t lied to us at all aboard the “Arlanza”, when he was talking about 
his men... Maybe Nikolas Stavridis is... and some devilish curiosity 
overtook me. What’s the matter?... Why not!... That lasted only a 
moment. But the Greek had already succeeded in making himself 
comfortable and his hands shuffled around my thighs. 

- Listen, my friend, women are disgusting, right? 

I was silent and uneasy. I didn’t know what to answer him. And in 
that time he touched even more boldly. 

- They’re disgusting... don’t you like me? Come, squeeze yourself 
close to me, give me your hand... - And he leads it towards his dead sex. 

What does this Greek want? I was blushing. Just a little more and I 
would do the terrifying... To play the role of a man to another man! No, 
that was revolting. In the first moments the curiosity, the hellish 
curiosity, that had overtaken me, seemed to destroy all resistance. But 
my sex won. For me to hug a man instead of a woman, what filth!... 

And my benefactor continued shivering and getting closer. 

- Don’t you like me? Kiss me!... Ah! How I love youl... 

- What the hell! Nikolas Stavridis, if you don’t get up yourself I will 
kick you off. 

The cold and wild tone with which I had said the above words startled 
the Greek man. He calmly got up and moved in the dark to his bed. But 
his outpourings of love didn’t cease: 

- Eh, friend, you got so excited... I will need to call in one of the maids 
or let me to come again over to you... I won’t touch you. I'll lay just like 
that, quietly and calmly. Don’t you want that? 

- I don’t want it. 

Good thing that the room was dark, otherwise I don’t know with what 
eyes I would have looked upon my benefactor. And he, lost all shame, 
didn’t shut up. 

- I know, you don’t like me. Ah, God, how excited you are! If you 
don’t want the maid, I'll telephone to some girl from the cabaret... Do 
you want that? 

I was silent. This Greek has gone crazy. See, now he wants to call a 
woman. But that thought was pleasant to me. And I, the virgin, was 
intoxicated by the naked body of the woman that my flaming gaze saw 
in the dark corner under the big lampshade. The she was getting closer, 
closer and I sank into her arms. 
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- What an honor it will be for a cabaret performer to sleep with such 
an Apollo. Ah, what a body and what excitement! Those sellers of love 
don’t deserve them... But if you want it... I will take the phone off the 
hook... 

- Ey, do you hear, Nikolas Stavridis, don’t move and be quiet because 
I'll strangle you — I screamed almost crazed. 

That thought had come to me accidentally. And I, with no further 
consideration, just said it. But I was sure that I would strangle him as 
long as he resists, because I was at least three times stronger than him. 
But the Greek man had gone silent. My terrible sexual arousal started 
subsiding. I needed to be careful, I thought. If I commit some crime how 
will I explain myself to the police? I don’t understand Spanish and then... 
And still that devil had a good idea. To call one of them, who get even 
old men going... I shouldn’t have scared him so much... And what other 
manner of strange thoughts! After that I dozed off... Some time later I 
feel someone is hugging me, kissing me on the lips, and more and more 
persistently... Ah! Maybe it’s one of the artists from the cabaret. I open 
my eyes. What audacity! My benefactor has dragged himself into my bed 
again. Words didn’t help so I had to kick him off in the most disgraceful 
manner. The Greek didn’t argue, or I would have strangled him. An 
absolute dog! But still it was dangerous for me to fall asleep. I was more 
than sure that he would creep over again. Torturous night! Horrible night! 
The Greek man sighed in despair and from time to time made attempts 
to move over to my bed. But he always found me awake and I with one 
push of the hand would send him back. My head was booming. What 
should I do? To leave the hotel in the middle of the night was pure 
insanity. Then I decided to repeat my threat again: 

- I will strangle you!... Don’t you understand that I’ll strangle you? 
Just you dare get close again... 

I must have been horrifying, because the Greek didn’t try again 
despite his insane desire. I heard how he moaned and writhed in his bed. 
The unsatiated lust of an old voluptuary burned him up. It seemed to me 
that only sinners in hell are put through such torments. And my situation 
wasn't rosy either. I suffered from the moans of that sinner. I suffered 
also from my own unsatiated desire for a woman. And other than that I 
felt an inexplicable disgust towards everything around me and towards 
myself. Have I fallen so low! There was one solution, or more-so two: for 
me to leave or to strangle him. But I did neither one nor the other. The 
dawn was close. Yes, dawn should be coming soon. And I waited for it, 
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like I had never waited before. The Greek man had fallen into delirium. 
From his lips constantly poured out some weird mix of the most tender 
words and the most vulgar sailor’s swearing. But his will was paralyzed 
by my frightful words... And who knows, maybe I was strangling him and 
he barely escaped from my iron fingers. Maybe, I don’t remember... 
Probably Nikolas Stavridis knows better than I do. I remember only one 
thing, what wild yearning had erupted in my chest for the dawn of the 
new day. And maybe that night nobody waited for dawn more fervently 
than me. Dawn, the most beautiful princess of the East... Yes, with her 
smile she would dissipate the nightmare of one sad night... 

But what a terrible dawn! I had never supposed that in the center of 
a city of millions of people it would be so weak, so helpless... So many 
electric globes! So many pitiful human suns that it had to contend with... 
To suffocate them. To close their yellow eyes! And those tall giants of 
reinforced concrete! They, together with the electricity, want to drive 
away from the heart of the big city the wild beauty of the East - the 
shining sawn! Maybe they envy it, but in vain! It is still too beautiful and 
too bright for its enemies to destroy it... Deep in the narrow streets sound 
the first sirens of the awakening automobiles. And after that motors roar 
like the slapping of rooster wings. And the sirens sound more shrill and 
the motors roar louder. The roosters of the reinforced concrete city sing. 
There are no other roosters here. Maybe the dawn has perched already 
on the tops of the sky scrapers. But how much time, how much effort will 
be needed to close the yellow eyes of electricity. Revolting eyes! It 
reveals with its delicate fingers the heavy curtain on the window and 
quietly sneaks into our accidental bedroom... Outside furiously cry the 
sirens and boom the motors... 

I get up. In the morning twilight the Greek man, curled into a ball, 
shakes. It’s as if he doesn’t see me. I grab my clothes without turning 
on the electricity and I go into the adjacent room. I dip into the warm 
bath. Then I take a shower. The bath cleanses all filth from my body and 
the shower refreshes me. But who will cleanse and refresh my soul? I 
return to the bedroom and tell my benefactor I’m leaving him forever. 
Nikolas Stavridis starts crying like a child: 

- Oh, Apollo, the most beautiful and the most manly amongst all 
mortals and gods, why are you so mercilessly cruel? Come at least for a 
minute in my bed... 

- You are insane, Nikolas Stavridis. 

- Just one kiss... 


| 16 }¢—_. 

- What the hell! - And I left, slamming the door in anger. 

That’s how it ended with my benefactor. I never saw him after that... 
But why didn’t I strangle him then? I don’t know. Maybe I was afraid? 
No, he was so compliant and so pathetic, like a stray dog. And despite 
all my hatred I pitied him. Nikolas Stavridis was the most unfortunate 
person I have ever seen... And still why didn’t I kill him? Maybe I wouldn’t 
be feeling this shame... Now it has been more than three months but I 
still carry the wound of this meeting in my soul. Several times I was 
overtaken by such sorrow and such shame that I wanted to find my 
benefactor and tear him apart. I looked for him in café “Colon”, I looked 
for him in that cabaret, but it was in vain. The last time, crazed, went to 
his sister’s lodgings. When she saw me, senorita Angelina smiled in a 
friendly way. I panted: 

- Is senor Nikolas Stavridis here? 

She suddenly went pale. She must have noticed my unusual 
excitement. Then, in her broken Bulgarian, senorita Angelina started to 
explain to me that her brother hasn’t come to her for a long time. He had 
told her he would be going to Rosario. 

- I now don’t know where my brother. I don’t know where senor 
Nikolas... - pale and worried, she kept repeating. 

Maybe the sister knew nothing or maybe she just suspected her 
brother’s terrible vice. 

I felt terrible that I had worried the old girl. The more I watched her 
the more I felt she was completely innocent. I apologized to her before I 
left her apartment on “Umberto Primo”... 

Maybe it’s better that way, that the Greek has gotten lost 
somewhere... Maybe he’s hiding. I won’t look for him anymore. But I 
swear in what’s written here, and in the blank pages that follow, that the 
second person to have the fortune, or misfortune to play the role of a 
“penefactor” will be murdered... 
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2. The Inventor 


Almost a year I have not opened this notebook. And why? I lived by 
my own volition, even though I had many burdens. They were physical 
burdens. And for that there is no better cure than rest and bread. And 
that is why I always rested and ate, when I could, because I always felt 
hunger and fatigue. And praise the Devil! I lived like an animal and that 
is sometimes better for the contemporary man. I left the factory, and I 
didn’t get rich in the Pampas either... And here I am again sunken into 
the city of millions. Now I am a clerk at Ricardo Perez’s construction 
company, but... Yes, there is one big “but” that terribly torments me. 
Some disgusting animal extends countless black tentacles. Picks at my 
soul. Opens its darkest corners. Brings up the precipitate of the past. 
Muddles my brain and strange thoughts shine like lightning. Yes, strange 
thoughts!... The revolting Greek man constantly comes to mind. Despite 
that I’ve never reread what I wrote a year’s time ago about him. What I 
have actually written about Nikolas Stavridis interests me little... I 
remember only that I swore to kill the one who tries to play the role of 
“penefactor”... And now some shadow stalks me. Do I know? Suspicion 
tears apart my soul. Maybe it is better this way, because otherwise I 
remember my oath and I will need to fulfill it. What?... The murder!... Ha- 
ha-ha!... For me to become a criminal! Is it even possible? Listen, brother 
from the blank margins of this notebook. You are my only friend. And 
you know well the story of my first benefactor. You, whose head is less 
heated than mine, maybe will see things in their real colors and shapes. 
Or maybe you are hindered by the red lampshade of the light which 
hangs above the two of us like the bloodshot eye of an enraged cyclops. 
Should I turn it off, brother? In the darkness it will be better. And I won’t 
blush. But you don’t want to. Alright, then listen. The time is money, as 
say the Englishmen. But to hell with the Englishmen! Right is that joker 
who says “I have enough and more than enough time, but money I don’t 
have at all.” Where is the logic here? But I don’t want at all to tell you 
about that, but about my second benefactor. No, the name “benefactor” 
terrifies me. It always seems to me that this is some mask, behind which 
are hidden all vices. I will call him “the inventor” (that is what everyone 
at the company calls him), and it is better that way. A thousand times 
better than that revolting name. And so: 
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This was a month ago. I had lost all hope that I would find a job. I 
knocked at every door, but in vain. What can you do? I had lived ten 
days at a credit at the Bulgarian henhouse on “25 de Mayo”. But I feared 
they could throw me out on the street at any moment, and rightfully so. 
(Today the absolute rights are on the side of those, who have... Beati 
possidentes*.)... To throw you out on the street! On the cold stone street 
in a city of millions! You, brother, know very well how it is. Misery! 
Shoreless and bottomless ocean, filled with the tears of the unfortunate, 
in which they themselves drown. Yes, the cold stone street should have 
swallowed me too. But what of it? Nothing! What does one more or one 
less mean to infinity? Didn’t Vladimir, the former law student from Sofia, 
race the trams and newspaper-boy ragamuffins and shout louder than 
them: “Prensa”! “Nacion”!... Didn’t he sleep at night under the bridges? 
And didn’t the old Demetrio roam with the beggars around the harbor? 
They collected the leftover food that the sailors threw to the fish. But 
there are those hungrier than the fish. Those are the unemployed. They 
too collected the scraps before the sailors tossed them into the water... 
And how many stood in the station house because there was nowhere 
else... I had made my resolve. And when a man makes his resolve, there 
is nothing scary in this world. Oh, believe me, brother, even death itself 
would be frightened if the man who had “resolved himself to anything” 
looked at it with his crazed eyes. Yes, even death would be frightened... 
Once I frightened it. 

Of course, there was only one way out: Ramon Fernandez, the son 
of my landlady. But I hadn’t seen him since I had gone to the pampas. 
And now, in this troubled financial state, I was uncomfortable seeking 
him out. But I mustn’t forget that he is poor too. And he supports his 
aging mother and besides that is younger than me. Have I stooped so 
low as to ask from a young boy! Really he is my friend, and that is why 
I shouldn't... My pride wouldn’t let me. Better on the cold stone street! 
Better under the bridges and in the station houses than to reach out for 
pity. I had made my resolve... Should I say I scared misery itself? 
Laughable conceit! And so, gracias** to chance... 

It was a Wednesday, I remember it like today. I had fixed myself up 
with my only decent clothes (of Bulgarian origin). And, shaved like an 
English lord, of course, with my own razor, I walked completely 
desperate along the streets. I slammed into the pedestrians and stared 
at the shop windows. What of the fact that the injured complained! That 


* Beati possidentes (Latin) - Blessed are those who possess - Author’s note 
**iGracias! (Spanish) — Thank you, yes, thank you — Author’s note 
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amused me somewhat. I was a real onlooker, and the unemployed are 
always like that. Where I roamed - I don’t know. At one time in front of 
my eyes stood in its full height a strange sign: 

Looking for: 

Lackeys, butlers, 

babysitters, ushers, 

drivers, gardeners, 

clerks, draftsmen. 

And... Something poked me. I stopped to read. Draftsmen. Couldn’t 
I work as one? Well why only a draftsman! In that moment I was open 
to anything: gardener, clerk, usher, lackey, even a babysitter. As long as 
they hired me... Ah! So there were people who needed the hands of 
others. Or maybe this is just a lure. And I enter the office, on which my 
fate depended. I almost don’t believe my ears when the clerk tells me: 

- There is one open position for a draftsman. Hurry, now it’s half past 
nine, you might make it. Calle “Alsina” N°... 

I grab the address and run. Behind me the clerk yells: 

- Sir, don’t forget, that for references you will need to come here. 

- Ah, so references are also needed... Then, if you please, give them 
to me right now. 

The clerk mumbles. First it needed to be checked if the position is 
open. And most important: I had to hurry. 

- Take, sir, the underground railway, it will drop you off only two 
cuadras* from the given address. — he finished. 

I wanted to yell: 

- The underground railway!... Alright, what money? 

Because I had long ago emptied my pockets and live on credit now. 
But to hurry! So not all hope is lost. And I sweep away like the wind 
through the streets of Buenos. I fly, slam into the pedestrians on the 
sidewalks. I cross the streets without paying attention to the white police 
batons. I cross the avenidas with risk of being crushed by the ceaselessly 
galloping automobiles. And here I am on “Alsina”... Ah, so here. My heart 
pulses like an explosive motor. Maybe I’ve beaten all the records for 
sprinting! One minute I stand outside the shop window to calm down. I 
look through the displayed facades and designs, lightly colored with 
watercolors. 

“It isn’t hard work, I could make something similar” — I think to 
myself. 


*Cuadra (Spanish) - the distance between two streets that cross a third. In Buenos 
Aires it is usually equal to 100 m. — Author’s note 
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I enter. I am greeted by a quite old man with a black suit. That is 
don Adolfo (of course, then I didn’t at all know, that it was don Adolfo). 
I tell him the reasons for my visit and he brings me, after asking, into 
the office of Ricardo Perez. Here is don Ricardo himself. Average height, 
with an upturned moustache a la Kaiser Wilhelm II. Black as tar hair, 
greatly done up with pomade and slicked back. And scary, fiery eyes. 
Oh! The eyes of this man scare me... It has been a month since then but 
don Ricardo’s eyes get more and more mysterious. But about that later... 

Don Adolfo left. I was left alone with the inventor. Of course, I need 
to admit, that in the moment I thought him only the boss of the office, 
but not the sole owner and inventor of the system “Perez”. 

- And so, you want to be a draftsman —- he spoke roughly and abruptly 
- Alright, where have you worked?... 

I told him that I hadn’t worked anywhere. Then after that I added: 

- I have finished high school. I know math and the various types of 
diagrams quite well. I hope that I could take up the position of draftsman 
with merit. 

I got tangled up with embarrassment. But let me admit that even to 
this day I don’t speak Spanish quite correctly and fluently. How can a 
person learn a language perfectly in a year and a half. And at that when 
you interact mostly with your fellow countrymen and various ragamuffins 
of all nations who know nothing but cusswords. The lucky exception 
made my friend Ramon Fernandez. That, which I know in Spanish, I owe 
to him. 

- You must be Italian — said Ricardo 

- Iam not... 

- Then you are German? 

- No, I am Bulgarian. 

- Burgaro! Is that so, but what is it?... Ey, Lomas... 

- What do you need, don Ricardo? - said a young man whose 
presence I hadn't noticed until that moment. He was the head engineer. 

- What is this burgaro? 

Senor Lomas explained to him that it’s not burgaro, but bulgaro, 
bulgaros (Bulgarians), one brave nation, that lives in part of the Balkans. 
The inventor was satisfied by his engineer’s answer. Now came the time 
of the salary that I had come to apply for. Both don Ricardo and senor 
Lomas were left somewhat surprised when I told them I wanted to work 
a bit and let them decide my salary according to my abilities. They left 
me at a drawing table in Perez’s office. The diagrams that I had to copy 
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were extremely simple. But my hands shook so much, not of fear, but of 
joy... And I hadn’t taken up a ruler and compass in such a long time! Don 
Ricardo looked over my shoulder several times: 

- Careful, careful... don’t rush! 

His voice sounded exceedingly tender and loving. But maybe that 
was what I imagined, because my heart was singing the hymn of 
happiness. Do you know, brother, what frantic joy feels the one, who, 
having lost all hope, stands again in front of the threshold of his wild 
dream. To find a job!... Is it a small joy?... Don Adolfo several times 
reported of the coming of new candidates for the same position. Ricardo 
Perez just waved his hand without inviting them in. Finally he got angry 
and said to not bother him anymore with such trivial things. I was saved. 
At lunch he told me to work in the afternoon too. They would then tell 
me the final result. I boasted to the owner of the pub “25 de Mayo” that 
I would be hired to work at “Perez y Cia”. One of the pubgoers knew that 
firm. It was a solid company. My credit grew at once. I felt almost like a 
Caesar or Napoleon after his glorious victory. And that which was more 
important: I ate well, as I hadn’t eaten a long time like that. Of course, 
on account of my future job at “Ricardo Perez and company”. 

In the afternoon don Ricardo told me that he left me to work with a 
hundred pesos starting salary. Of course, I gladly agreed. One who is 
unemployed agrees to anything. And at that the salary wasn’t so little. 
Even if they had offered me the half of it, I still would have agreed at 
that moment. And most importantly that in front of me the gates of a 
bright future opened wide. So far so good. I had become a clerk of 


“Ricardo Perez and company”. 
> KK 


The strange came later. I was working my third day in the shared 
room of the draftsmen. It was around lunchtime. Don Ricardo came up 
to me, first time since I started working with the others, and said almost 
into my ear: 

- Why aren’t you shaven? 

I didn’t know what to answer him. I got embarrassed and felt how a 
slight redness flooded my cheeks. I decided to be honest. I told him that 
I live in a pigeonhole on “25 de Mayo” and that I didn’t have the time 
and luxury to shave every day 

- But why do you live there? That’s disgusting... - my new patron 
advised in a fatherly way. 
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- What do you mean “why”! Did I not tell you that I live there by 
mercy? I don't have any money... 

And I told him about my miserable situation over the last two 
months. How I had been forced to live in that pub. And why I keep 
staying there. And finally how even now I have to go four times on foot 
daily from the company to “25 de Mayo” and back, in order to eat and 
sleep. At lunch time I almost run as to not be late for work. To go so 
many kilometers daily! And all of that because I don’t have money for 
the tram... Don Ricardo, at least on the outside, was moved. He took out 
his wallet and gave me fifty pesos. 

- With this money you can relieve your situation somewhat. 

I got completely confused and even forgot to thank him. And he 
continued: 

- It'll be taken out of your salary at the end of the month. And 
tomorrow, on Sunday, you'll wait for me here at eight o’clock, in front of 
the company’s doors. I'll find you a lodging. You shouldn’t be living in the 
pubs on “25 de Mayo”. That doesn’t suit an honest man. Did you 
understand me?... You'll wait for me in front of the company’s doors... 

And before I had answered him anything, he walked away. Strange, 
very strange! I put away the banknote proud and happy. The diagrams 
danced before me. My head was dizzy from the divine wine of Happiness. 
That day, for the first time in a while, I had lunch and paid... 

On Sunday morning, even before eight, I was at the company’s 
doors. I paced and nervously looked down and up the street. It always 
seemed to me that eight o’clock has long passed and that the inventor 
wouldn’t come. At last one luxurious coupe stopped in front of the 
company’s doors. From inside poked out the head of don Ricardo. 

- Che,* Juan, quickly... I don’t have time to waste... 

I got in and the automobile flew. At the corner, opposite “Moline”, 
we stopped. We went into the big café. Don Ricardo was silent, and I 
didn’t know at all what to talk. We drank quickly cafe con leche** with 
pastries and again sat in the automobile that waited for us. We flew along 
“Rivadavia” towards Flores***. We were silently, lounging comfortably. 
At one time don Ricardo said: 

- Listen, Juan (he spoke to me informally and quite intimately from 
the beginning), you need to buy yourself a hat. That cap makes you look 
like a pillo****,. And you’re an honest man, I know... 


*Che (Spanish) - Ey (familiar form of address) — Author’s note 
**Cafe con leche (Spanish) — coffee with milk — Author’s note 
***Flores (Spanish) — neighborhood in Buenos Aires — Author’s note 
****Pillo (Spanish) — scoundrel — Author’s note 
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- Alright, I will buy one — I replied like a son. 

Then came a pause. I always feel unpleasantly when I am alone with 
a new acquaintance and I don’t know what to say. Don Ricardo lit a 
cigarette. 

- Don’t you smoke? 

- No, thank you... 

Again silence. Ha! It came to mind. I started talking about my 
correspondence. Surely don Ricardo didn’t mind me saying to send my 
letters to the address of the company. Yes, he really didn’t mind that. 
Then he suddenly asks me: 

- Well what are your parents, what does your father work? 

- My father is a judge, and my mother - a good housewife. 

- A judge! 

- Yes, a judge... a jurist... 

- Do you have brothers? 

- I had one... They killed him during the pan-European war*, he fell 
in the mountains of Macedonia —- I felt that something was choking my 
throat and I stopped. 

- Don’t you have any sisters? 

- I have one sister and nothing more. 

There came a pause again. In that time the automobile stopped. The 
driver opened the door of the coupe and bowed respectfully. 

- Ah, right here, on avenida “Gaona”, you'll live -— started the 
inventor. 

We got out. My patron took out a key and opened a pretty metal 
gate. We went into the small, coquettish garden, that looked long 
neglected. From the bottom of the garden, between the trunks of some 
palms and the tufts of pomegranates and figs, peeked out a small villa 
in colonial style. The covers of the windows here open. They, together 
with the abandonment of the garden, gave off a certain melancholy to 
that place. 

- See, here you'll live. - And he opened a wide room that led right 
into the gallery. — Do you like it? 

- Wonderful! - I was really charmed. 

- Alright, take the keys and just today, after lunch, you'll move in. 
Mainly, watch out for fire. But you don’t smoke. Then be careful when 
lighting the lamp, because the electric installation doesn’t work. As for 
water, you have enough and more than enough. Here is the tap in the 
gallery, then the faucet in the kitchen... And you have both a shower, and 


*Pan-European war — World War I - Translator’s note 
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a bathtub, you'll only be missing hot water... And now - to work! Here is 
a pencil and paper. We'll need to take down a sketch. I want to make 
some additions and a general renovation of this villa, and after that I'll 
Sell it. 

- So you will be selling it! Will it be soon?... - I didn’t finish. 

- Eh, Juan, don’t worry. That will happen in three-four months. Then 
you'll move elsewhere. I have so many houses... 

We started working on the sketch. Part of the gallery we turned into 
a lobby, the kitchen — into a bedroom. Then we added a dining room and 
kitchen, that needed to be constructed according to the system “Perez”. 
The necessary data was taken. There wasn’t anything else for us to do 
at my new lodging on avenida “Gaona”. We went back to the automobile 
that carried us off again... Don Ricardo had become more talkative. The 
sharp shine of his eyes had melted in the fire of some hidden passion. 
They had become so mysterious... But in that moment I felt absolute trust 
towards that man. I felt that we were father and son, who live with the 
shared memory of the good wife and mama, recently passed. What can 
you do, I have always been prone to illusions. And besides, all people 
live with the reality refracted through the prism of their own personal 
“me”. So, again with illusions! There is no absolute reality. But let me 
leave aside the philosophy. I’m only interested in the person of the 
inventor. And so, I fully did not expect from him such an “ethereal” 
thought. 

- Your father is a sucker — he suddenly said to me. 

- Why? - I ask confused. Maybe I hadn’t understood well. 

- Why! Didn't you tell me he was a judge? To me all judges, officers, 
and politicians are suckers. 

He looked at me challengingly, then continued: 

- The people who don’t produce anything shouldn't eat. I’ve been a 
worker, you hear, a lowly worker. Now I’m an inventor. I’m the author 
of the system “Perez”, but I am still a producer. But your father doesn’t 
produce anything and because of that he’s a sucker. Did you understand? 

That for me wasn’t anything new. But despite that I still listened and 
couldn't believe my ears. Inside I rejoiced. Hadn't I said the same thing 
to my father when he wanted to make me study law. Wasn’t it for that I 
had come to America, to the land of endless opportunities. To live with 
work and to rise on my own wings, like the condor from the snowy peaks 
of the Andes... 
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And don Ricardo was shooting bolts of lightning. He beat his chest 
and yelled with all the voice he had, as if trying to drown out the noise 
of the motor and movement of the car. There was something theatrical 
in his behavior. He looked like a character in some melodrama or like a 
torero in the arena, who gives a brindis* to some unknown beauty. But 
what? The Spanish are always like that. 

- Yes. Not only your father is a sucker, but all judges are suckers. 
Who is he, who dares judge and punish the actions of others? Who is this 
righteous man? Who would dare judge me, who’... 

He had fallen into delirium. 

- Remember well! Do you hear? Remember well, only my 
conscience!... I don’t recognize neither in this world, nor in the other 
world, a different judge... And the military! Pfu!l... A gathering of 
executioners... Let’s not mention the politicians, they are pillos... - and he 
didn’t stop with his threats and curses at the address of the suckers. 

I stood dumbfounded and my astonishment was constantly growing. 
At one time, like a petrel carried by dark clouds, through my mind passed 
a strange thought: “Is he putting on comedies to test me?” 

But that was only a moment. And don Ricardo continued storming: 

- Only production will save humanity. There’s no need for wars! 
There’s no need for gendarmes!... - Che, do you know, that I’m an 
acrata?** 

- Acrata! 

- Yes, acrata. 

- I don’t understand what this acrata is. If you could explain what it 
means to me... 

- What do you understand! - the inventor pounced on me. 

Then came an oppressive silence. In that moment on my right side 
appeared the Statue of freedom. Then we were again on the plaza in 
front of Congress. 

- Che, Juan, you'll need to get off. - His voice sounded tender and 
acquiescent. 

Then the inventor grabbed the hearing tube: 

- Stop!... To the left!... 

The driver stops. 

- Goodbye, Juan — and don Ricardo extends his hand to me. I shake 
it strongly and cordially. 


*Brindis (Spanish) — a toast. On the arena the torero (toreador is incorrect) usually 
dedicates to someone of the audience his victim — bull. — Author’s note 

**Acrata — person against authority, anarchist (less used word compared with its 
synonym anarquista.) — Author’s note 
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- Goodbye, don Ricardo... 

I stay still on the wide sidewalk. Perez’s automobile glides towards 
“Entre Rios”. Then it gets lost in the crowd of taximeters. I remember 
that I need to have lunch and mechanically start walking down towards 
“25 de Mayo”. But the just interrupted conversation doesn’t leave my 
head. Strange, very strange! Gives me 50 pesos, then finds me a lodging. 
And how he talks! “Your father is a sucker! Suckers are all judges, officers 
and politicians... executioners and pillos!” Then suddenly: “Long live the 
means of production!” What a man! And at that an inventor, the author 
of the system “Perez”. What did he say at the end? A-ha! “I am acrata.” 
No matter, I’ll need to look it up in the encyclopedic dictionary. 

I’ve reached the pub of my glorious countrymen. There is the knobby 
Valko. And there is the delicate Vangel, champion of foxtrot! There is the 
elite of Bulgarians in Buenos. How pitiful it is, how small it is! Do you 
know, friends, that I was just in the automobile of the inventor Ricardo 
Perez, owner of “Perez y Cia”? No, it’s better I keep quiet. I know, this is 
all so stupid. But something rises in my subconscious and forces my will. 
Oh! Boundless human boastfulness! But despite that I defeat my vanity. 
Maybe it continues its existence and shows itself in thousands of hidden 
ways... 

I eat in a rush. Then I call a taxi, load into it what little luggage I 
have and give the address of my new lodgings. Now I am in them. Have 
I thought that I would have my own villa so soon? And what quiet, what 
peace! And the palm trees? Ah, how I love palm trees! And here I am 
again a mad dreamer. Damn it! Why, when fortune starts to smile upon 
me, do I become so wildly brave in my dreams. With no hash I see the 
wonderful reveries of my unrestrained fantasy turned into reality. And 
that - just from one smile from fortune! What would fortune itself be? I 
am afraid to think of it. Maybe it will be bitter, like everything that is 
overly sweet. Let me admit, in such moments I have always felt equal to 
the gods. And that is good, because soon misfortune and need turn me 
into an ultimate realist and rebel... 

And it happened so. That day my mood soured sooner than I had 
anticipated. I had a coquettish villa, but I was missing furniture. I was 
missing sO many essential things: a bed, a table, a chair, a lamp, and a 
bunch of other things... No matter. I spread my mattress and sat in the 
Turkish way on it. Then I dragged over my battered leather suitcase. I 
opened it to take out my toiletries. Toiletries! Could a wanderer who goes 
barefoot own such things? Of course. I take them out one by one and 


| 27 }——__. 
clean them up. Here is the much used razor, here is the little crystal 
mirror, and the face towel, and the soap... Incidentally under my blue 
work shirt peeks out the face of the old wise man - the encyclopedic 
dictionary. How tattered are its covers! But those are the clothes of every 
wise man. I immediately remembered the unfamiliar word from this 
morning: a... ac... acrata! Yes, acrata. And I eagerly turn the yellowed 
pages and search... Yes, here! Really? So he was an anarchist, a man 
against authority! I’m overtaken by a wild delight... 

No, don Ricardo is the greatest, the noblest, and the kindest. I would 
want to have him as my father. What a joy! And I again intoxicate myself 
with the hash of my reveries. I have dinner quickly with dry pretzels from 
the nearby bakery and drink water from the tap in the gallery. I feel so 
grand. Aren't I an Olympian? Then I go to bed and sink into the arms of 
a deep and peaceful sleep. A real righteous man! At one time I wake up. 
I’ve slept. The round-faced moon, lounging in the west, peeks through 
the gallery at my bed. We look at each other, smiling. But she’s in a 
hurry, she wants to hide from the fiery gazes of the jealous Sunny. She 
is afraid of him. Haven’t you seen how pale she gets when she sees him? 
And I need to get up too. It comes to my mind that I have no clock. The 
beautiful silver watch, the only remnant of my dear grandpa, 
disappeared, it’s gone now. I sold it, in those wretched days of 
unemployment... What now? No matter, I will need to get up at random. 
I took a shower. Then I prepared my toilette in the moonlight and left 
my fairytale castle. I headed for the city center on foot. And, of course, 
not because of the lack of money, but because it was very early. In the 
east, beyond La Plata, in the dark green waters of the ocean, the dawn 
was being born. And the gardens of Flores, covered in pearly morning 
dew, like sleeping queens, quivered and awoke... I breathed in with open 
lungs their aroma... 

I write all these details because they are so fresh. The smell of such 
joy, that, alas! starts to darken because of the dark clouds of suspicion... 
I spent a week with the memory of what happened on Sunday. I worked 
tirelessly, to show my patron, that I really deserved the attention and 
trust that he showed me. And don Ricardo passed once or twice a day by 
the tables of the draftsmen and it was as if he didn’t even know me. That 
caused me an acute pain, but I continued putting in greater effort into 
my diagrams. I barely talked with those around me. One, because I was 
new and didn’t know the language, and another, because I earnestly 
wanted to be diligent, and not only when el patron de la casa* passed 


*El patron de la casa (Spanish) - the boss of the enterprise — Author’s note 
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by. Often they threw at my address, the address of the bulgaro, teases. 
But I rarely fully understood their thin irony... 

I almost forgot. Right the next day, on Monday, I bought myself a 
bed, a lamp, and an alarm clock. In that way my confort* increased 
significantly... 

The following Sunday, I had just washed my only shirt (of course 
only its cuffs and collar, so it could dry more easily), someone knocked 
on the locked road gate. I run to answer it. Ah! It was don Ricardo. 

- Hello Juan... You sleep a lot... 

I object somewhat embarrassed. 

- But why haven't you gotten dressed yet? Do you want to come with 
me? 

- I am doing laundry, don Ricardo. And vitally, I just washed my 
shirt. 

- So what of that? 

- What? I don’t have another... 

Don Ricardo laughs. 

- Where's your shirt? 

- Here it is! 

- But it’s dry. Why are you saying you’ve washed it? 

And I explain to him that I’ve washed only the cuffs and collar so the 
shirt dries faster. 

- Nonsense!... - mutters don Ricardo. 

- No nonsense, this is my “system” for doing laundry. As you see, I 
am an inventor too. The shirt can be worn any time. The wetness around 
the neck and wrists doesn’t matter... 

- No, Juan, your neck will get chilled. I'll wait for you while the shirt 
dries. 

These words, said with a fatherly tenderness, move me. I start 
thinking again that don Ricardo is the best of all. We go to my bedroom. 
I can’t invite the inventor anywhere else because I have no chairs. We 
sit on the bed. Then we talk a long, long time. I go from time to time out 
in the gallery to see if my shirt has dried. I stretch, with little sticks, torn 
from the nearby pomegranate bush, the collar and sleeves so they'll dry 
faster. We talk always about my future. The inventor is whispering to me 
such things that I just don’t believe my ears. From the beginning he had 
understood that I was an honest and hardworking young man. And he 
loved to help just such people. Of course, not as a gift. Charity debauched 
people. A person needed to build up their wealth and happiness with hard 


*Confort (Spanish) — comfort - Translator’s note 
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work. Mainly, I was prudent. He hated the local youths because they 
were lazy and talkative. Then another thing, very important, a man had 
to stay away from women. And he told me at length how he went wrong 
in his youth. But he immediately took precautions, cured himself and 
hadn’t thought of it since then... But again, mainly, prudence was needed. 
As for the rest, I would progress quickly. Even beyond that, he had 
thought of making me the manager of the firm, of course, after some 
time... 

I just nodded my head and with short phrases confirmed the advice 
and opinions of my patron. At last the shirt dried and I could prepare my 
toilette. As we went out the inventor, looking around my room, said: 

- Juan, you'll need to buy yourself a chair and table and at least two 
more shirts. Have twenty pesos. 

That new gesture by my patron caused an unintentional admission, 
that best showed my admiration in that moment: 

- Don’t be angry, don Ricardo, if I tell you that in you I find a new 
“dad”. 

I blushed. I was suddenly overtaken by shame. I thought that don 
Ricardo would take it for usual flattery. But the fiery gaze of the inventor 
penetrated deep into my soul and he understood my _ endless 
appreciation. 

- I know, Juan, I'll try to be so. 

We went out. Perez’s automobile waited in front of the gate. The 
driver bowed with a wide smile. What a nice man! We sank into the plush 
of the comfortable seats. And the car started light and fast down the wide 
avenida. We went to look at some houses that were for sale. 

But in that moment I was struck by something entirely different. And 
that became the reason for me to open this accursed notebook again. 
What? Maybe I’m mistaken! But why, damn it, just in that moment 
between me and the inventor stood the revolting image of Stavridis, my 
first benefactor. “Ah, here you are, yet another benefactor!”... And 
someone evilly giggled in my soul: “Ha-ha, yet another benefactor!” A 
chill went down me. I saw in front of me the scene in the hotel that 
memorable night. Then I felt disgusted... Yes, but why did I remember it 
just in that moment?... The automobile was flying through on the big 
arteries of the city of millions. The inventor, his hand around my 
shoulders, caressed my cheek and ear. Wasn’t this a fatherly caress? 
Hadn't I called him “dad”? That thought came later. In that moment it 
was if electricity had shaken the slumbering memory. And I had to look 
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into the eyes of him, whose hand had awoken my suspicion. Maybe they 
would dissipate this suspicion or strengthen it. Should I say that they 
increased it? They shone with the strange fire of an unfamiliar passion. 
Then they darkened. The passion had died away. Just one moment, and 
his eyes had understood the question of mine. Just one moment, 
monstrously long moment for the tense nerves. A moment, in which 
bottomless pits open up under our feet... The car continues flying. Don 
Ricardo didn’t stop with his notes on the prices of the houses. As if 
nothing had happened. But still the worm of suspicion had already made 
its home in the darkest corner of my soul. That day the inventor’s hand 
caressed me fatherly several times, but it always fell as if cut off, when 
I bore my gaze into his. But outwardly we both pretended, as if we hadn’t 
noticed anything. 

Around lunch, after we had looked at some villas and houses from 
the suburbs, we parted as friends. Don Ricardo expressed his wishes for 
me to accompany him on his Sunday drives. It would be a benefit to us 
both! I agreed... 

And still the eyes of that man scare me. I don’t Know why. Today is 
the fourth Sunday that I spend with the inventor. But more and more in 
my head nests the stupid thought that I’ve found a new “benefactor”. 
But maybe I’m mistaken. Maybe that is an expression of tender fatherly 
feeling. Didn’t I call him “dad”? Oh! How I blush! I’m ashamed of my 
naivety... 


No, I will need to protect myself. I can’t tell anyone about my relationship 
with the inventor. Yet I feel the need to confess. I'll write. It'll be best if 
I kept a diary. Maybe that way I'll clear a lot of things up for myself. And 
most importantly, I will have a steady and faithful friend, to whom I will 
be able to confess my pains and suspicions... 
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3. Diary 


Buenos Aires. Wednesday, 17 May... 

I wonder why so many cower from the inventor. “Don Ricardo is 
coming!” — someone yells and everyone sticks their noses in the work. 
The women even go pale. See, let’s look at engineer Lomas or that 
“limping devil” - the manager Montanas, - they both cower. I’m sure that 
they both cower. And that, damn it, makes me angry. And most 
importantly that this terrible fear, despite my sneers and despite my will, 
overtakes me too. And I cower with the others. No, this is unbearable. 
Who is this man? Inventor, owner, and master! So what? Is it just 
because of this we have to cower like slaves in front of the whip of the 
overseer?... 

Now, that I stand calmly over my notebook and I aim to analyze the 
reasons for this fear, I see that it isn’t at all the ghost of the firing (even 
if he has already fired, since I started working, four draftsmen). No, I am 
almost sure that he will never fire me. Then? Let me admit: His eyes 
scare me. Before I never, never would have believed that in the eyes of 
one man there could be so much magnetism, so much wild rage. That 
are, as if, the eyes of a Bengal tiger, that with their phosphorus light 
confuse the victim. Yes, the sharp as a dagger gaze of the inventor tears 
apart my “me”. That is just what I can’t bear. It’s that mainly which 
makes me cower. There is fear there, and sneering, and disdain. And I 
feel that some secret hatred seeps into and gathers in the dark corners 
of my soul... 

What is the fear of the others, I don’t know. Maybe that is wholly and 
simply the fear of the master. Fear of the sudden outbursts of the 
inventor that often have the consequence of being shown the door. But 
there’s no need for suspicion, that the scary eyes of Perez turn fear into 
terror. And that is why poor Rosita, don Ricardo’s secretary, goes so pale 
when there’s a ring from his office... 

Three days I’ve been preforming one more duty. Copying the 
correspondence. Of course, that happens after six o’clock, when the 
others have left work. Even Rosita goes home. No matter, that’s the 
inventor’s will. I shouldn’t forget that I too have been accepted and 
employed under unusual circumstances. That is the first manifestation of 
intimacy. Now I am of the “insiders”. Don Adolfo, myself, and Alfonso 
have the privilege to hang around after the others. An interesting trio. I 
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and Alfonso quickly copy over the letters and meanwhile don Adolfo is 
always brushing and cleaning his black suit. Of course he does that the 
entire day and always complains of the lack of time. Then we start to 
wait. Don Adolfo sits silently and smokes, clearly nervous. And Alfonso 
tells me in whispers about the antics he gets up to with his cousin Rafael. 
Alfonso is a good and cheerful boy. We became great friends even at the 
first copying of letters. But his cousin Rafael was a very fun person too. 
Alfonso promises to introduce him to me at the first opportunity. But don 
Adolfo loses his patience: 

- Ugh! Alfonso, go ask don Ricardo for stamps for the letters. 

- I can’t. Uncle Ricardo will beat me up. 

- Eh, Alfonso, you're being silly! — I laugh. 

- Oh, Juan, you don’t know uncle Ricardo. As soon as I show my 
snout he'll send me away with a kick... 

I turn to don Adolfo: 

- Why do you not go to ask for the stamps? Do we have to doze here 
until midnight just for some stamps?!... 

Don Adolfo just powerlessly spreads his arms, lets out a thick ball of 
smoke, throws his cigarette away and nervously starts to pace: 

- No, no... it’s better we not bother him. Let us wait a little more... 

I want to laugh in his face, but suddenly I’m seized by anger. Are 
both the brother-in-law and the nephew so scared as to not dare show 
their faces in front of the almighty patron!... 

- How many stamps are needed? I will go ask for them... 

- Thirty of five and eight of ten. 

- Okay. 

I knocked on the office door. Nobody responded so I slinked inside. 
Don Ricardo tiredly looked up from the diagrams strewn around on the 
table. 

- Ah, it’s you, Juan! What is it?... 

I told him how the situation stood. He got up, opened the gigantic 
iron safe, took from there the needed stamps and handed them to me. 

When I had returned don Adolfo asked me impatiently: 

- Eh, what did don Ricardo tell you? 

- Gave me the stamps and... nothing. 

- Did he not scold you for bothering him? 

- No. 

- Alright. From now on you will go for the stamps... 
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And so I have a new privilege. To receive the stamps for sticking on 
the correspondence. And don Adolfo and Alfonso look at me now with 


awe because of my bravery. I want to laugh in their faces. How he’s 
frightened them, poor things... 


Friday, 19 May... 

This evening, when I went to ask for the stamps, the inventor asked 
me: 

- Juan, something must be bothering you? 

- Why? 

- Because you’re not cheerful... 

So don Ricardo has noticed too —- I thought. 

- It is nothing of the sort — and I tried to laugh. How sad my smile 
must have been! 

- You're lying to me, there’s something... 

- Alright, I will say. I have a boil right here, on the neck... It irritates 
me. 

That was partially true. But the main reason for my discomfort was 
the strange behavior of the inventor. 

- Where? 

And I showed him a just appeared boil. 

- Oh, that’s a minor deal. Really nothing... When you send the letters 
wait for me on the corner. We'll go to my house. I have a pomade. Did 
you understand? C’mon... 

I really had understood and started waiting for him. At one time I 
lost all patience. It seemed to me that I had been waiting for him an 
eternity. But in reality it had likely been less than half an hour. I was 
going to look for him through the side entrance of his office. But suddenly 
he appeared behind my back. 

- Ey, Juan, who are you waiting for? 

- What do you mean “who”! You. Did you not tell me that you would 
take me to your house because of that pomade... 

- But, damn it, who told you to wait for me here? 

I felt a weight. Is that why I had to wait so long!... 

- You — I angrily answered him 

- Listen, Juan, you didn’t understand me. I can’t take you home. It’s 
uncomfortable... Dona Peppa, my wife, will be angry... 

He sat quietly, then it was as if he startled: 
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- Pero caramba!* Come on! What are you waiting for... I have work 
to do... 

We walked towards “Entre Rios”. The inventor’s words shone an 
unexpected light into my darkened mind. So, dona Peppa will be angry. 
But why? That question showed up as if by itself. I couldn’t answer it. 
The doubts gathered into my head like dark clouds before a storm. 

- Che! - don Ricardo pulled my ear, - did you understand? You'll go 
to my house on calle “Chile” N°... and you'll ring. Say that you want to 
speak with don Ricardo... If I’m not there, you'll wait for me... 

And he hailed a taxi that was sliding in that moment near us. Before 
I could have answered him, the inventor had flown away. I sat with an 
opened mouth. And around me like a wide river, under the shine of a 
thousand electrics, the life flowed on “Entre Rios”. My thoughts worked 
with full steam. But I started moving with inversely proportional speed 
to it. I swayed like drunk along wide sidewalk. And not without a certain 
pleasure did I run into the elegant women passing by. I wasn’t in a hurry. 
I wanted to give time to my brain to allow... Of course I myself didn’t 
know what... 

Ah! So, it was uncomfortable... Doha Peppa will be angry. But what 
does dona Peppa look like? - And everything started tangling around this 
woman. I will need to see her, by all means. But if she doesn’t want to 
show herself? Then I will go a second time. Since I know the address! 
Maybe she knows something... But is it possible, since he’s married?... Or 
is it not a marriage at all... Outwardly my thoughts were so shadowy, but 
in them was the clarity of instinct. They came right out of my 
unconscious, in this unfinished form, that I didn’t aim to change. 

But I’ve gotten there. Yes, calle “Chile” N°... Is it here? Is here the 
home of the inventor Ricardo Perez! That looked more like a warehouse 
than a house to be lived in. Around it - more warehouses. And on the 
opposite side darkened a spacious park. From the corner of the street a 
white globe shone insufficient light. Twilight reigned. Does dona Peppa 
live here! I felt revolted. I rang. Nobody answered. Maybe I had the 
number wrong. I rang again, continuously. I thought to go away then, 
when a woman’s squeaky voice called from inside: 

- Who is it? 

- Does senor Ricardo Perez live here? 

From the inside the squeaky voice answered with a si**. 

- So here... I’d like to speak with don Ricardo. 


*iPero caramba! (Spanish) — But, to hell with it! - Author’s note 
**Si (Spanish) — Yes — Author’s note 
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- Come in! — And the little door of the porton* opened a crack. 

I squeezed through. In the bottom of the yard, that was lit up, the 
residence dwelled. One small chalet**, of the type of those, that the 
inventor built. 

The woman, who had opened the door for me, if it was to be judged 
by her white cap and apron, was a mucama*** or something similar. In 
the lobby I was greeted by don Ricardo. 

- Ah! It’s you, Juan. Come inl... 

And he led me into a small saloon with a loud décor. So he had gotten 
here before me - I thought. That seemed perfectly natural to me. He 
started yelling: 

- Peppa, Peppa! Where are you? Come see a bulgaro!... 

I couldn’t understand why he used this humorous tone. Maybe my 
introduction was most comfortable that way... 

Dona Peppa came. A young woman: with black hair, with a marble 
whiteness to her face, slightly chubby and with the smile of a saint. 

- What is it, Ricardo? 

When she saw me she got embarrassed. I got embarrassed too. And 
so, that was dona Peppa! - and suddenly it was as if my thoughts had 
frozen. 

- Este bulgaro es un buen muchacho.**** Let me introduce him to 
you... 
We shook hands. Then at don Ricardo’s invite we sat down. 

Torturous silence. The inventor understood the situation and started 
chattering. A real mill! Doha Peppa smiled. I smiled too. But despite 
Perez’s endless jokes I felt my situation become critical. At last I was 
forced to remind about the pomade - the point of my visit. Doha Peppa, 
once she had understood the situation, brought a small box. 

- Here you go! - and she with her melodical voice explained to me 
how I should use it. 

I said goodbye, not forgetting to say thank you. ------------- 
And here I am again in my room. Hunched over the table, I scratch. I fill 
the notebook with hieroglyphs without bringing any clarity into my 
thoughts... Dona Peppa, dona Peppa!... How sweet your name sounds! 
Could the man that owns you truly be?... I don’t dare finish. No, I won’t 


*Porton (Spanish) —- large gate —- Author’s note 

**Chalet (French) — house, villa - Author’s note 

***Mucama (Spanish) - maid, servant — Author’s note 

****Este bulgaro es un buen muchacho (Spanish) - This Bulgarian is a good young 
man — Author’s note 
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insult you, dona Peppa. But still the caresses in the automobile weren't 


entirely fatherly... I don’t know what to think. My head is heavy. At last, 
to hell with all suspicions... Tomorrow work will need to be done again... 


Sunday, 21 May... 

It had been a long, long time since I hadn’t visited my old landlords. 
Even before my going to the Pampas. Today I spent the whole day at 
their house. They didn’t let me go get lunch. Ramon was ecstatic I was 
there. And it seemed that the old woman wasn’t any less delighted. 

- Eat, Juan, eat, son — and she serves me. 

Poor woman! Ramon told me, when we were left alone, that she 
loved me so much, because I looked remarkably like “her” Juan, his only 
older brother, who was torn apart by a band in the neighboring 
metallurgical factory... 

- And what a master! - continues Ramon - What a levant! It seemed 
to me (then I was eight years old), and even today it seems to me, that 
my brother was no man but a demigod. What strength, what beauty!... 
But the bands in the factory hiss like venomous snakes. They show mercy 
to no one... 

Ramon had ignited... Some instinctual terror had taken hold of his 
beautiful and womanly face, just now covered with a light fuzz. 

I knew the reason for this terror. The factory had not spared his 
father either. Two years after the tragic death of his brother - new 
misfortune! Pedro Fernandez, the husband of Jesusa Maria Fernandez, is 
crushed by steel beams in the same factory. And here Ramon is with no 
father. And they are left completely alone: mother and son. Suffering 
and misery start. Long years of suffering and misery. But mama Jesusa 
does not want to give her last child into the arms of Molloha-factory. No, 
she will make him an educated man, so he doesn’t have to labor 
anymore. But, God! How hard it is to become educated when misery 
bares its teeth towards you. That’s why mama Jesusa has aged so much. 
Thanks to the house, which they rent out, then they didn’t starve to 
death. And now, of course, it is different... 

But I know that story. I learned it when I went to live with them, 
when I made friends with that boy. Then Ramon hadn’t turned fifteen 
years old yet and wore short pants. I didn’t know only that I looked so 
much like his brother. Odd! Earlier he had never told me about this 
strange similarity... 

Oh! So that is why mama Jesusa loves me so much... 
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Ramon is upset, tears shine in his eyes. 

- Enough, friend, let us not talk more about the dead. Let us not 
rouse them. I know that the mother cannot let go of her children. 

And I take the conversation in a different direction. I tell him about 
my wanderings in the Pampa. About the strange loneliness that a person 
feels there. About the blue, satin sky, hanging over them. About the cruel 
and primitive “gaucho”*, who flies with the winds of the Pampa on his 
half-wild, unshod horse. And how he waves his whip! How he spins the 
knife, his great arbitrator in all arguments. Then I start about the hunger, 
the intolerable eighteen-hour work, about my horrifying beard and 
whatnot else... And all of this I tell with a fluent, lively and almost 
unblemished speech. As if I’ve been seized by some inspiration. But 
suddenly I startle. On the wall the little “coo-coo” measures out deafly 
five chimes. Have I been talking three whole hours already!... 

- Eh, Ramon, some other time I'll tell you more about my 
impressions. 

Ramon’s eyes shine in delights. 

- Ey, Juan, you're a whole poet, damn it, why don’t you write some 
novel? 

- There’s time, some other time... 

- No, no, you need to write something. How sorry I am that I don’t 
have similar impressions. I am an Argentinian, and yet I don’t know our 
national person — el gaucho. What do I know! One Avellaneda**. I don’t 
even know Buenos Aires. How wonderful it is for a man to wander... 

It seemed that my tale has stoked Raméon’s wild imagination. But 
suddenly it was as if he came to his senses: 

- No, that is impossible. Who will stay with mama Jesusa? She will 
die of sorrow... 

- Ramon, you’re still little. You see only the beautiful in the 
wanderer’s life, but you don’t see that sea of tears in which he drowns... 
But I should go. 

I got up. Ramon called mama Jesusa. She came, smiling through 
tears: 

- I’m happy, Juan, that you’ve become an empleado***. You did very 
well to leave the accursed factory... But come, don’t forget us... Ramon 
loves you so much... 

I shook her hand heartily. 


*Gaucho (Spanish) - an inhabitant of the Pampas, good rider — Author’s note 
**Avellaneda (Spanish) — a suburb of Buenos Aires, has more than 150 000 
occupants —Author’s note 

***Empleado (Spanish) - clerk — Author’s note 
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- I will come, dona Jesusa... 

And sorrow with its invisible hand caught me by the throat. 
Something choked me. I hurried to leave. Ramon walked with me to the 
corner, but there he passionately declared: 

- No, friend, I will not leave you. It is still too early for you to go... 

No reassurances helped... 

- Nonsense!... Do you know?... My treat today... 

- Why? 

- You'll see... lets go to the pastry shop on... 

Here we are in the pastry shop on the wide avenida. Ramon is 
treating. There was a reason why. He had been hired as subeditor for the 
local newspaper “El Pueblo”. He showed me his last main article. Such 
serious things are rarely written in our provincial newspapers. This 
Ramon is a real phenomenon. Even when I first met him I understood 
that I was dealing with a genius boy. Fifteen years old and subeditor of 
the weekly newspaper! And we must agree that it was not through 
patronage but by dignity. 

- Sir editor, my congratulations — and I shook his hand. 

Then we talked a long, long time. About what? Do I know! We had 
so many things to tell each other. We hadn't seen each other in so long. 
And Ramon in that time has become not only a subeditor, but also a man. 
He wears long pants. How comical he seems to me in them. That’s maybe 
because I see him for the first time... Otherwise Ramon is a beautiful and 
slender boy. He is already up to my shoulder, to my tall shoulder. And 
that’s not a small height. 

It was already seven o’clock when we parted. Of course, we couldn't 
say everything. I promised Ram6on to visit him again the coming Sunday. 
At around three in the afternoon. ------------------------ 

I reread what I’ve written. I’ve forgotten to mention the letters that 
Ramon gave me this morning. They are all from my mother. In the 
crooked words and the pale spots on the paper (oh I know, that those 
are her tears!) trembles the almighty love of “the best”. They have been 
written so long ago, before I left the factory. And how much warmth, 
how much tenderness! Here: “Vanyo, we talked with your dad, it’s not 
good for you to go to the Pampas and to put yourself into hard labor and 
dangers... but you know better.” And then: “Be careful, dear child, be 
careful with your health. I and Nadya are constantly praying to God to 
keep you...” And in another letter she timidly asks what has happened 
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with my studying at university... They’re right that I will have to seriously 
think that over. Now I’m a draftsman. I work at a construction company. 
Nothing better than that - for me to study architecture. I will need to 
talk about this with the inventor... 


Today I spent the day so happily, but I want to cry. No, it’s best I 
sleep. 


Monday, 22 May... 

When I went to ask for the stamps (Alfonso and don Adolfo still 
wonder at my insane bravery, as if I’m going into the lion’s mouth), the 
inventor questioned me in an annoyed way: 

- Che, Juan, where were you yesterday? 

I told him at length. He visibly calmed down. Then, when he was 
giving me the stamps, I hinted to him that I had thought to study 
architecture. Don Ricardo laughed: 

- What? Architecture!... Listen, Juan, don’t be ridiculous... - and he 
turned his back to me. 

I understood that I had to leave. I got angry. 

What is this guy thinking? Does he think me incompetent or what? 
I'll speak with him again. In any case I will write to my parents tonight 
that I will study architecture. In the end, the inventor’s opinion matters 
little to me... 


Thursday, 25 May... 

I’m becoming more and more intimate with don Ricardo and his 
relatives. It seems to me that this is all by the will of the inventor. I can’t 
explain it any other way. Everybody cowers before him (and so does dona 
Clotilde) and does only what he liked. 

Let me admit, widows (I mean the young ones) I’ve always liked. 
Maybe because they wear black. The dark background increases the 
finesse of the womanly face. Something more, the black veil itself is a 
mystery, an enigma. And we always love mysterious beauty. And it won’t 
be very brave of me, if I say, that I am preemptively in love with all 
young widows. Dona Clotilde is a widow, wife of the late don Miguel, the 
only brother and associate of the inventor. That is what Alfonso told me. 
But that doesn’t interest me as much, as the eyes of dona Clotilde. 
They've been watching me for some time. And suddenly Alfonso tells me: 

- Juan, come, aunt Clotilde is calling you. 
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That was today, around four o’clock. I go. And she, sat behind her 
desk, raises the dark net of her thick eyelashes and carefully looks at 
me. For a moment her irises look like radio lamps. They flicker. I catch 
their thought. Then calmly, with the tone of an old friend, she tells me: 

- Juan, today you will breakfast at home together with Alfonso. 

I don’t know what to answer her. Everybody at the office is under 
the impression that I almost don’t understand the language. Probably 
that is how dona Clotilde understands my silence. That is why she is so 
condescending. Maybe she very well, better than myself, with her 
womanly instincts understands the reasons for my embarrassment. Yes, 
I am embarrassed. I admit that I wasn’t expecting such a proposal. Of 
course, since dona Clotilde wants it, I couldn’t be uncomfortable. At last 
I come to my senses and thank her... 

Dona Clotilde, Ricardito (her little five-year-old rascal, who I saw for 
the first time today), Alfonso, and dofia Maria, the inventor’s mother, live 
in one wonderful chalet, close behind the offices of the company. 

In the dining room awaited us cafe con leche and pastries. Alfonso 
introduced me to his abuelita*. Doha Maria accepted me graciously. Then 
we breakfasted splendidly. Maybe that was due to the beautiful eyes of 
dona Clotilde, that continued to watch me... 

As to Ricardito, that kid suddenly fell in love with me. Like a little 
kitten that wants attention. When you pet him once, you need to pet him 
constantly. But he has such a blond head!... I’ve noticed that children 
warm up to me very quickly... 

Tonight I’m willing to dream. The beautiful eyes of dona Clotilde 
chase me... Am I in love? I almost forgot the scary eyes of the inventor? 
Ojo, Juan!** 


Saturday, 27 May... 
Today they kicked out el aleman***. I felt pity for that German. Don 
Ricardo had gotten terribly angry, and “el aleman” had gone red like a 
crab and stands silent. At last the comedy ended with showing the door. 
And when the inventor had gone back to his office, the limping devil 
Montanas noted in a low voice: 
- No matter, tomorrow a new specimen will come. 
Really strange! This is already the fifth draftsman they fire since I’ve 
started working here. The personnel of the draftsmen has been entirely 


*Abuelita (Spanish) - grandma, granny, gramma — Author’s note 
**jOjo, Juan! (Spanish) - Watch out, Juan! — Author’s note 
***E| aleman (Spanish) — German, the German —- Author’s note 
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renewed. Only I am hanging on! Why? And the strangest is that the 
inventor looks at me more and more cruelly, of course, in the presence 
of the others. And when we are left alone he becomes more and more 
tender. Now, with the getting of the stamps, I have the opportunity every 
day to see him alone in his office. This evening he told me tomorrow at 


nine o’clock in the morning to go to calle “Chile”. Again we would be 
going somewhere. 


Sunday, 28 May... 

This morning, exactly at nine o’clock, I was at the inventor’s home. 
I found him in the dining room. He was breakfasting alone. He invited 
me to a cup of coffee with milk and media lunas*. His face made a 
strange impression upon me. It had a deathly color. The inventor looked 
like a man, who has just started recovering from a serious illness, or has 
spent a terrible night... 

But breakfast is over. The time is 9,20. Outside a siren is wailing. 
That is Perez’s automobile. We go out. Golden buttons. A smile. The 
driver bows. A real doll. Don Ricardo gives some address. The car is in 
motion. The inventor lights a “43” cigar. Then opens “La Prensa”’** and 
deep in thought looks through the advertisements. I sit silent and stare 
out the window. At one time I feel the inventor’s hand on my cheek. I 
blush, but suddenly steel myself. Odd suspicion! Maybe he’s caressing 
me in a fatherly way. I need to observe him. That is not proof yet... Don 
Ricardo continues to caress me. I smile somewhat guiltily, and he looks 
at me with half-shut eyes. 

- Che, Juan, why don’t you grow a moustache? 

I don’t know what to answer him. 

- What do I need that for? 

- What for? You look like a child like this. But with a moustache what 
a beauty you’d be. Then, it would suit me more to go out with an adult... 

We both laugh. 

The car has stopped. The driver opens the coupe. The constant scene 
repeats. Once again: gold buttons, a smile, and a bow. The inventor gets 
out. 

- Come, Juan, come, you'll see a wonderful bitch. 

I don’t understand. We climb dirty stairs. After that we continuously 
ring. An old man, looking like an apparition, opens the door a crack. 

- Who is the owner of the bitch? 

*Media lunas (Spanish) — buns — Author’s note 


**”"La@ Prensa” (Spanish) — one of the biggest newspapers in Buenos Aires. — 
Author’s note 
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- Come in, senores - and the old man bows. 

We enter the dirty room. The lodging of a man and a dog. Stinks. 
Just now I understand that don Ricardo is looking for a real bitch. The 
old man chatters endlessly: 

- Real Newfoundland breed, sirs. 

He turns to the both of us, as if I’m also interested in his bitch! 

- Treasure, pearl, noble blood... queen! — what the last one was: a 
name or an epithet, I couldn’t understand. 

But the “queen” was laying sorrowfully in the corner and didn’t share 
her master’s excitement at all. Maybe she was systematically starved or 
she was feeling her impending separation. 

- Eh, sefnores... 

But the inventor sharply interrupted him: 

- This is no bitch but a grandma. Why are you wasting your money 
for an advertisement? — and he turned his back to him. - Shufflers - 
murmured don Ricardo as we were descending the stairs. 

The automobile carries us again. The inventor tells me about his 
Lioness and his Tiger. As if I haven’t seen him! 

- But why do you need so many dogs? - I ask surprised. 

- First, two dogs aren’t much at all. And that’s why I think to buy two 
more. A female and male —- a real married couple! They'll be for my home 
on calle “Chile”. And, second, I love dogs so much... 

I didn’t know that don Ricardo was such a major dog lover. I sit in 
on my first lecture in dog-rearing: “... San Bernard and Newfoundland 
breeds, Great Danes and bulldogs, luxury puppies that ladies stuff into 
their muffs and elsewhere... Perros de policia*, the ancestors of whom 
had been the wolves of Tierra del Fuego...” I listen with interest to the 
inventor. Maybe the dogs will help me to peer into the secret of this man, 
whose eyes scare me so. And maybe I'll never understand it, because I 
can’t get to the dark corners of my own soul that always set traps for 
me... 

We reach a little beautiful villa. Where exactly we are, I don’t know. 
In any case far from the center, in some suburb. We've just stopped in 
front of the gate and don Ricardo pulls my sleeve. He almost whispers: 

- Che, Juan, look what a magnificent animal! 

I instinctively look through the iron bars of the gate. Towards us is 
coming, with a slow, almost royal walk, a huge white dog with dark brown 
spots. 


*Perros de policia (Spanish) — police dogs — Editor’s note 
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- San Bernard! Yes, San Bernard!... - whispers with delight the 
inventor. Then he starts cajoling the dog — Chicho, chiicho, chii... 

The dog is visibly flattered by the attention. It gets close to the iron 
gate. Gets up on its hind legs and starts to sniff us... 

- What an intelligent animal!... - don Ricardo starts. 

But the dog interrupts him with its abrupt barking. As if its calling 
someone. And really from the villa appears and hobbles down the alley 
the slightly hunched figure of the watchman. Maybe he is the gardener. 
Here he is behind the bars. He wasn’t as old as he looked from afar. 

- Good day, senores. Captain, stay! - and he pets the dog’s snout. 

The inventor lays out the motives for his visit. 

- It’s true, sir... 

And the man behind the bars starts to retell Captain’s biography and 
everything connected to it. Long and longer dog history, in which are 
involved many noble families (of course, not dog ones!). He even, in an 
overly mysterious way, involved the president of the republic. I’m almost 
not listening, observing the inventor’s face. Don Ricardo is irritated. Then 
he explodes: 

- Man, I have no use for your tales... How much do you want for the 
dog? 

But the watchman continues: 

- Iam not selling the dog. But the owners, who are in the province, 
write to me: “... don Manuel, sell the dog”. How could I sell it, such a 
smart animal! If I had what to feed it with... Because, sir, it isn’t like 
those little ones that ladies have. For such dogs I wouldn’t give even ten 
bucks. Pfu! How do they stand them!... But this dog is different. It’ll eat 
your ears. How could it not! It weighs eighty kilograms! Wants to eat 
meat. And it deserves that. It’s not for a poor man. Eh! Captain, Captain, 
do you hear’... 

Captain’s ears perk up. He shortly and abruptly barks a few times as 
if to confirm his master’s words. 

That placated the inventor’s anger. On his face spread a demonic 
smile. He spoke more calmly: 

- Old man, does the dog have some flaw? 

- No, the dog is so tame... And then could such a lion have any flaws. 
Here, look! 

- Alright, how much do you want? 

- Eeh, well... two hundred pesos*... 


*Peso — national currency, equal to about 60 leva — Author’s note 
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Don Ricardo took from his wallet two hundreds and handed them to 
him. But it was as if the watchman got scared. 

- It’s better, sir, if you come after lunch. I'll need to find his muzzle. 
— and he refused to take the banknotes. 

But I had understood from the beginning that the inventor had taken 
a liking to the dog and wouldn't leave without it. He took out a hundred 
more pesos and said: 

- Old man, here you are with three hundred pesos. For them it’s 
worth it to look for the muzzle right now. 

The old man was as if hypnotized. Maybe he had never in his life 
seen so much money at once. 

- I ask the sirs to wait... - and he slowly, as if drunk, wobbled towards 
the villa. 

After a little he reappeared. 

- Here is the muzzle... 

He cajoled Captain and masterfully put the muzzle on him. Captain 
obeyed with no protest. He had surely understood that here too did the 
thirty pieces of silver play their part. His fate had been decided... Was it 
worth it to cry tears for the friendship of another Judas!... 

We had gotten seated in the coupe when Captain, at the behest of 
his prior friend and master, laid down at our feet. 

- Farewell, Captain!... - and the old man shut the door. 

The motor was already roaring... 

The automobile flies. We are inside: Captain, me, and the inventor. 
We're silent in fear as not to make the beast jump. At one time don 
Ricardo starts laughing: 

- Ha-ha!... We tricked him. 

- Who? 

- The man who sold us the dog. 

- Did we? Three hundred pesos! Three whole salaries of mine for one 
dog! Yes, we tricked him... 

The inventor catches my ironical tone (I don’t at all hide it). And he 
pounces on me: 

- Che, this dog costs more than you. 

Then he reads my displeasure and adds: 

- And more than me. 

I start to laugh. 

- Don’t laugh, because I’m telling the truth. Man is the filthiest 
animal... 
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That last thought shocks me. Or more so, the tone with which it was 
said. I stop laughing. Maybe don Ricardo has reasons to think so. Again 
the precipitate is stirred. It’s chaos in my head. I can’t grasp even one 
whole thought. I see a strange picture... A cabaret. An extravaganza of 
lights. People and animals dance extravagant dances under the jazz 
band’s rhythm. And Captain is there. He is the wisest of the wise. He’s 
sat upon a throne of red plush and gold. One of his eyes is reddened to 
blood... 

The trip is more than successful. The coupe remains pristine. And 
Captain is tied with a strong chain to the gate of his new home. But here 
comes the tragic, or more correctly the tragicomedic. Don Ricardo pets 
Captain, and he bites him. The inventor is apoplectic in anger (I had 
never seen him like that). He wants to kill the dog. With great effort dona 
Peppa is able to lead him into the house, so she can bandage him up and 
calm him down. In that time Clotildita and Adolfito (don Ricardo’s kids) 
are admiring Captain. Suddenly: “nom!”... the dog opens wide and 
Adolfito’s little hand is left in the gigantic mouth. I shudder. And dona 
Peppa, who sees this scene from the window, squeals. But Captain is 
careful. He looks tenderly at the child, who takes out his unharmed hand 
and continues petting him. That assures me that Captain really is more 
intelligent than people. He is a real gentleman... 

Then I bring the kids inside. Dona Peppa meets me in the lobby. 

- What a wonderful dog, isn’t he? Bit don Ricardo, but spared 
Adolfito... Come in! Don Ricardo requested you stay for lunch. 

- And how is the wound? 

- Light, a bit of iodine... It didn’t even need a bandage, but I bandaged 
it anyway... 

We enter the dining room. Odd! Today dona Peppa is a completely 
new woman. How she shines, what grace! Maybe the shudder, the 
nervous excitement she felt a moment ago... 

- And where is don Ricardo? 

- He is asleep. 

- Asleep?!! 

She understands my bewilderment. 

- Did you not know! He never has lunch before he sleeps at least a 
quarter hour prior. He is so peculiar... 

I’m silent, and she continues: 

- Excuse me, I will need to go to the kitchen to see what the maid is 
doing. 
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And she disappears. I’m left with the little ones. Adolfito and I 
immediately become great friends. But Clotildita, who knows why 
(maybe because I pet Adolfito first), attacks me: 

- I don’t want you, go away... 

But Adolfito defends me: 

- I want him, you go away... 

Brother and sister start fighting. I separate them. Then I take them 
in each hand and pet them. Adolfito is ecstatic. Clotildita responds to my 
caresses with pinches. She is a child, five-six years of age. But she has 
such hatred and such an ugly and scary gaze!... Where have I seen these 
eyes? I’m suddenly struck by the fact that the gaze of the father and 
daughter has such a striking similarity. In that time the inventor appears 
with the exclamation: “Maldito perro!”* His face is twisted and grim. And 
he, despite the entrance of dona Peppa, continues to list his curses and 
cusswords. I feel embarrassed. The children calm down. And dona Peppa 
assumes the passionless expression of a saint. It seems, that in front of 
don Ricardo she has to play the role of a mannequin. 

The maid comes in: a white little cap and apron. She serves, without 
much grace, the soup. A moment after that enters a new face. A slim 
young man with a red suit and moustache a la Charlie Chaplin. 

- Ah! It’s you, Julio!... 

The inventor introduces him to me: 

- The missus’ cousin. 

We shake hands. Then the lunch continues, monotonous and bleak. 
From time to time speaks only don Ricardo. The hero of the day was 
Captain. Immediately after the end of lunch I had to apologize, that I 
had to leave the table: 

- I've promised a friend... 

- What friend? — don Ricardo asks. 

- My landlady’s boy. 

- Weren’t you at their house last Sunday? Juan, it seems to me that 
your friend is some beautiful girl from... - and he started laughing, 
without finishing. 

I frowned. 

- Alright, go!... 

- No, don Ricardo, I want to... 

- Eeh! Come on, go, didn’t I tell you. But be careful not to get tangled 
in her hair... - and he started laughing again. 


*Maldito perro (Spanish) - damn dog - Author’s note 
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I looked at dona Peppa. She was watching me out of the corner of 
MGR Gy GG. (Sh cietee iS Te ayer aio ee ei ar ee re Se ree oe ey eae 

I was late. Ramon was waiting for me, having lost all patience. He 
chided me for my inexactness. I had to make excuses. Then we started 
talking about literature. We made headlong leaps. Real salto mortali: 
from Almafuerte — to Hristo Botev and from Espronceda, Echeverria and 
Rabindranath Tagore - to Nietzsche, Dostoevsky and Tolstoy. Ramon is 
unfamiliar with Russian literature, and I’m even more unfamiliar with 
Spanish literature. But that’s for the better. We both have what to learn. 
Of course, our literary discussions don’t at all have that academic 
character, that is so befitting of pedants. We prefer to talk about life and 
ideas, as we mix in literature just enough as it is their display. 

We hadn’t argued so passionately in a long time. Ramon greatly 
surprised me. That boy has gone from a full anarchist to a moderate 
socialist. Of course he admits that socialism functions as a mask for him... 

- My real principle is demagogy. 

- How!... And you’re not ashamed of that? - I hectically yelled. 

- Why are you angry, Juan? I’m a socialist. No, that is a mask. And 
in front of you I want to be honest. See: I don’t believe in anything. Or 
more accurately I believe only in demagogy... 

- And what do you understand by demagogy? 

- To speak everything in which you don’t believe, as long as it suits 
the fools... 

I boiled. That kid spoke like some old man who has drank from all 
the bitter springs in the world. 

- Ramon, you’re lost... 

- No my friend, I’m on the right track. Today I’m the subeditor of “El 
Pueblo” and I will go forward... 

- Ah, excuse me sir subeditor, I had forgotten... 

- Juan, don’t make fun. You’re the only person I respect and love 
except for my mother. Why are you laughing?... Listen, I believe, that the 
woman is cleaner than the man. I thought that I saw in her eyes the ideal 
that we strive for. And at that... do you know I was in el prostibulo*... 

- You! In the brothel!... 

- Don’t screech, Juan. What is so surprising that I’ve been! The earth 
is one big brothel. The sorrowful is elsewhere. I stopped believing in 
women. I stopped believing in love. And without love one can’t go on... a 
person becomes a predator. Yes, that is what’s sorrowful... 


*E| prostibulo (Spanish) - brothel - Editor’s note 
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I felt embarrassed. This fifteen-year-old boy knows women and is 
giving lessons to me, the twenty-year-old!... 

- In what should I believe? - Ramon continued. - Do you know that 
today you'll find as an exception an untainted girl over ten years old... 

- Eh, Ramon, you’re exaggerating... 

- No my friend, today honest girls are rarer than white ravens. That 
the dancemasters know best. Modern dance! That’s the trap! I personally 
even know a lot of girls who have been caught in that trap. One has to 
hang their mothers. They are the pimps that the law spares... 

The demagogue had disappeared. The prior anarchist flamed. 

- And what do you think, how can this world be fixed? 

- Through socialism! — and he started laughing, 

- That’s demagogy again! 

- Didn't I tell you? I don’t believe in anything. That’s my opinion... 

In that moment mama Jesusa came in with the coffee. The 
conversation stopped. Mama Jesusa is incredibly happy that I’m visiting 
them. She is interested in my job. I tell her everything. She listens 
smiling, as old women usually listen. The coffee is done. Mama Jesusa 
gets up, gets the cups and leaves. She doesn’t want to bother us 
anymore. We start up again with literature and art. Ramon insists I write. 
I tell him I write. His eyes light up. Wants me to read something to him. 

- No, my friend, first, it’s in Bulgarian, and, second - it’s a diary. But 
maybe after some time it'll turn into a novel... 

- Idle work... You'll die. One can’t live without compromise. 

- Ramon, you know my opinions on art... 

- To hell with your opinions!... 

- Then why don’t you write short stories? 

- How! Didn't I tell you that I’m preparing a collection of short 
stories? Some of them have already been published in “Caras y Caretas”. 
And besides that I’m hoping to receive El Premio Municipal*... 

And he starts talking at length and at width about his projects. Then 
he reads me one of his works. I’m impressed. This boy is a real genius. 
Phenomenon! 

- Listen, Ramon, I keep my right to critique. I'll judge only when you 
release your collection. 

Ramon understands my delight. He laughs: 

- Demagoguel... 

I get up. It’s late now. Ramon gets up too. I say goodbye to mama 
Jesusa. Then Ramon walks me to the corner. We shake hands. 


*E| Premio Municipal (Spanish) - municipal grant (in Buenos Aires the municipality 
has created a yearly literature grant). — Author’s note 
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- Listen, Juan, I’m a demagogue. But you, you'll never become one. 
You are a Saint... 

I laugh. 

- Goodbye Ramon. There’s the tram... I'll miss it - and I throw myself 
inside. 

Ramon screams something behind my back. 

The time is one o’clock at night. I’m still scribbling. Why? Am I 
thinking of making a novel! I’m still laughing at Ramon for calling me a 
“saint”. Eh! If he could only peek into the corners of my soul. If he could 
see the beast... In any case that boy’s skepticism is original. 


Wednesday, 31 May... 
Lomas the engineer is acting very rude. Today he scolded me, 
because he didn’t like the facade that I was working on. What was that 
style. He just understood nothing of it. Then he told me that it was estilo 
turco*. And that I myself was a Turk. This is as if being told in Bulgaria 
that you’re a Patagonian. No matter, I stayed quiet. But I'll work hard to 
teach him a lesson down the line. We’ll see who’s a Turk and who’s a 
Patagonian... 
Ill admit that after the inventor I’m most angered by that 
scatterbrained engineer and that kid Harry Johnson. Of course, Harry’s 
behavior is explainable. He’s been spoiled by his father’s millions. 


Thursday, 1 June... 

Today I receive my salary for the first time, because last month the 

loans swallowed it up. But honestly this month they had to withhold me 

twenty pesos. But I asked don Ricardo that it be withheld from my next 

salary. Tomorrow I'll have to go to the Bulgarian pub and to pay part of 

my debt. And there I am with no money again. If next month the inventor 
doesn’t raise my salary, I'll have to remind him. 


Friday, 2 June... 

I just came back from “25 de Mayo” almost with no money. I paid 
Vangel thirty pesos. He is very satisfied with me. He sees a shining career 
in my future. Why not! The pub holder is always satisfied with the one 
who pays his debts fair and square. But the misfortune came after that. 
I didn’t know that Tacho was without work. He asked me, in the name of 
our friendship in high school, to let him borrow twenty pesos. How could 
I have refused! I gave them to him. And then I invited him to have dinner 


*Estilo turco (Spanish) — Turkish style — Editor’s note 
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with me. My treat. Poor Tacho, he hadn’t had dinner like that in a long 
time... 

And now that I’ve counted my money I don’t know how I'll make it 
to the end of the month. In all my pockets I have 44 pesos and 80 
centavos*. Ah! I forgot that in my little notebook I have 30 more 
centavos in postal stamps! And so, all 45 pesos and 10 centavos! As to 
deposits in the bank I don’t remember having any. Still I'll go through 
the month easier with this money than without it. That’s one advantage 
already. A second advantage is that I have free lodgings. And third is 
that in a worst case scenario I could take out a loan... But it’s better I 
don't... 


Sunday, 4 June... 

Never will I forget today. Up until now I’ve thought that cinema isn’t 
art, that it cannot touch the human soul. For me art is only that which 
can touch. To touch! How poorly I articulate! Today in theater “Goumont” 
I was shocked. Some cyclone had started boiling in my soul. Rapture and 
rage, turned into insanity. Into delirium. Small, uncatchable truths, of 
which I could see only the tails, struck like bolts of lightning the darkened 
field of my conscious. Just a little more and I would have done the 
incorrigible. I would have slapped the inventor. The proud Spaniard, the 
almighty patron of “Perez y Cia”, couldn’t have born the shame. He would 
kill me. Yes, he would kill me... 

His eyes scare me more and more. And despite that their magnetism 
attracts me. I want to glimpse through these windows of the soul into its 
mysterious depths. And not only that. I want to bring in the lantern of 
facts... And with it to light those dark corners in which maybe don Ricardo 
himself hasn’t gone. For me to understand the inventor’s soul! That is 
entirely madness! Sisyphean work! Or more accurately it is the iron 
necessity of my “me”. Maybe the solving of the mystery will save me 
from crime... 

The whole problem, simplified, boils down to the following: what do 
his constant caresses mean? Am I a child or?!... This morning, in the 
coupe, again the same story. Caresses me on the cheek. Tugs at my ear. 
Smooths down my curls. And suddenly: 

- Juan, you’re a whole kid... 

These words anger me but I stay silent. The whole way I observe 
him. Nothing unusual. Just that slight mist in the gaze, that gives away 


*Centavos (Spanish) —- small coin. 100 centavos = 1 peso - Editor’s note 
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restlessness. On our way back from Belgrano (we had again gone to look 
over houses. Always these damned houses!) the inventor told me: 

- Today you'll have lunch with me at home. 

I didn’t object at all. I didn’t know what to answer him. In my head 
crowded the most varied thoughts. There were countless reasons “for” 
and just as many “against”. The inventor had taken my silence for assent. 
And so, the time was four o’clock, when we entered the dining room. 

- Wait for me, Juan. I'll go take a nap. After a quarter hour I'll be 
here. 

- Alright... 

And I’m left alone. The peculiarities of this man don’t surprise me 
anymore. Outside rains a mute and imperceptible rain. It rains quietly. 
And the gray mist, fallen this morning, still hangs. There, in my 
homeland, on the other side of the equator, is summer, and here... 
sorrowful winter. In the room twilight reigns. Strange thoughts come to 
me. It seems to me that I wait for an eternity in that darkened day. The 
clock hangs opposite me with frozen hands. At last the inventor enters. 
His face is twisted in the grimace of a nightmarish dream. Yet still he 
brings in some variety. I sigh and smile. The clock’s hands thaw. Tick- 
tock... tick-tock. Praise the Devil!... Don Ricardo rings. The maid appears. 

- What would you like, don? 

- Where is the senora? 

- In her bedroom. Her head hurts. She said that the gentlemen could 
lunch... She had no appetite... 

- What! - the inventor screams. - If she has no appetite, she can 
just not eat! But tell her, that I request she deigns us with her presence... 

The maid leaves. Silence. After a little the door opens again. Here is 
dona Peppa! She stands out like an apparition on the black background. 
Her face is paler than before. And her neck and hands are so alabaster. 
Her forehead is tied with a white towel, soaked with vinegar. Visible sign 
that her head hurts. Under the snow-white towel the curls of her hair 
look as if dipped into tar. She is careworn and sad. She suffers. But her 
suffering makes her even more beautiful. She looks like “Madonna”... I 
feel towards this acquiescent woman a brotherly love. I want to help her. 
How? I don’t know her wounds to bandage them. That thought torments 
me to the point of pain. 

Dona Peppa sits quietly in her spot. And the inventor, still so rude, 
asks: 
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- Where are the kids? Let them come too... 

They bring them. They stay silent, maybe the know all too well the 
angry gaze of their “papa”. The lunch seems like a sorrowful memorial. 
Don Ricardo smacks his lips in such a revolting, such animalistic way... I 
can barely stand his presence. How does dona Peppa stand him? Maybe 
I too am not less revolting. I aim to eat noiselessly. I swallow almost the 
entirety of the food as not to smack my lips. And still it seems to me that 
I continue to smack. That horrifies me. I remember suddenly the 
inventor’s words: “Man is the filthiest animal.” But why?! 

The lunch is over. Doha Peppa brings the kids out. She doesn’t come 
back after that. The maid serves coffee. The inventor orders her to call 
the car. Then he lights a “43” and starts staring into its smoke. Outside 
it still rains lightly. 

- What a bleak, what a gloomy day! 

The inventor yawns. The maid comes in again. 

- The automobile has arrived. 

- Che, Juan, come on... 

Don Ricardo gets up. I get up too... Then we slip quickly into the 
coupe. The motor is already roaring. I yawn. The inventor notices: 

- Juan, you're bored. 

- No, why? I’m just sleepy. 

- Eh, you! Sleepyhead! Now we'll have fun. Do you love cinema? 

- No. 

- What about ballet and naked girls? 

- No. 

- Hml... 

A pause occurs. Odd! Why do certain thoughts of the inventor make 
such an impression upon me? 

And suddenly I find in them a different meaning. Some symbolism. 
Something like a key that would help me open the dungeon of his soul... 

Plaza del Congreso! A long line of automobiles in front of the 
“Goumont” theater. Men in black suits and ladies in expensive leathers 
get out of them. Then they run along the wide and wet sidewalk to hide 
in the hall of the theater. I’m here for the first time. Don Ricardo goes to 
the ticket booth. I will full lungs breathe in the aroma of so many women 
- roses. Along marble stairs we enter the hall. The magnificent settees 
of red plush are almost full... 

From the boxes shine monocles, lorgnettes, and binoculars. The 
orchestra booms. And the electricity goes out. The screen comes alive. 
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They’re showing “In the south” - a film about Mexican life. I admire the 
beautiful nature and the smooth moves of the thieves. They look like 
jaguars from the forests of Chaco. Or like centaurs from greek 
mythology. The audience is delighted. The Americans love like crazy the 
cowboys, riding, boxing and all that falls into the category of sport. “In 
the south” pleased the audience just because of that. In that film were 
ingeniously thrown in all types of sport. Comedic moments weren't 
missing either. In those moments the hall was full of raucous laughter. 
And don Ricardo poked me and yelled right in my ear: 

- Che, Juan, mira que lindo!* Very nice, magnificent!... 

For a moment I had forgotten about the sadness of the gray day. 
And the playful music still improved my joyful mood. 

During the big intermission, between the second and_ third 
“sesion”**, we went to the theater’s bar. The inventor’s face shone with 
joy. We drank and hurried to take our seats again. 

Third sesién. The electricity goes out. They’re showing “The other’s 
woman” — drama about the life of New York millionaires. 

Odd thing. This film ruined don Ricardo’s mood. 

- Mamarrachos*** - he whispered in my ear. 

- On the contrary, I like it. 

That angers the inventor. 

At one time the film carries me away so, excites me so, that I can 
hardly stay on my settee... I'll never forget lady Hamilton. Maybe because 
she brought out of my soul another image. The image of dona Peppa. 
The wonderful flower of Andalusia... 

Evening. It rains a golden rain. The asphalt shines under the 
abundant electric light. And she awaits him in her boudoir, hidden behind 
the thin silk curtain of the window. Who is she? - Lady Hamilton. But 
maybe that is dona Peppa. A lightning bolt shines through my mind. Then 
follow new lightning bolts. It’s as if I start to understand that woman’s 
tragedy. Dona Peppa’s tragedy. And the scene of today’s lunch stands 
out ever more starkly. But on the other hand, the image of dona Peppa 
enmeshes so with that of lady Hamilton that I start to see on the screen 
the face of the beautiful Spanish woman. Now it’s midnight. And the poor 
woman still awaits her beloved husband. In vain. He drinks and has fun 
in the cabaret, surrounded by a crowd of incidental friends and hussies. 
Yes, it’s after midnight and lady Hamilton continues to wait for her 


*iChe, Juan, mira qué lindo! (Spanish) - Ey, Juan, look how nice it is! - Author’s 
note 

**Sesidn (Spanish) - séance, showing - Editor’s note 

***Mamarrachos (Spanish) — nonsense, stupidity — Author’s note 
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husband. But is it early now? Surely dona Peppa too, pressing her 
feverish forehead into the cold glass of the window, awaits the inventor. 
And I start to understand the secret of some glances and words. I feel 
that I’m unsightly to that woman, like all those who take away her 
husband. Maybe she hates me. And she has the right to. There isn’t a 
worse insult for a young and beautiful woman than that one - to be 
forgotten by her man. And dona Peppa is forgotten and kicked away. But 
am I at fault! I love her with such a tender and brotherly love! For her I 
would do anything... 

But what is the orchestra playing? 

Do I know! The violins cry so gently in the hands of the unseen 
virtuosos. And the contrabasses howl so frightfully. The piano booms. 
The cyclone grows closer. I’m covered in gooseflesh. The lightning bolts 
come one after another in my mind. I feel unmeasurable hatred towards 
the inventor. My fists are clenched. And I can barely hold myself on the 
settee. I need to teach that villain a lesson. I’m ready to do something 
insane. I’ ready to slap him. I, Juan Bistrov, the lowly empleado of “Perez 
y Cia”, to slap the almighty patron! But what of that! I boil with rage... 
And I would have done it. But then upon me comes a saving thought: 
“Who am I and what right to I have to interfere? Will I dishonor the 
woman that I love and respect!”... In me comes a significant calmness. 
And the scenes change one after the other. The music, at once gentle, 
at once raucous, intensifies my pain... 

One day sir Hamilton in a drunk state is hit by an automobile on the 
street. The young and beautiful lady (as usually happens in all American 
films) at last, after the suffering, is happy in the arms of the “other” —- 
one artist who adores her... The electricity lights up. The audience cheers. 
They’re happy that good wins. Happy and naive audience! Blissful 
believers!... I’m as if drunk. We go out. It’s night outside. The electrics 
shine and look at their reflections in the washed asphalt. Perez’s 
automobile is waiting. The driver has opened the door. Don Ricardo 
extends his hand to me: 

- Che, Juan, farewell. You’re going, right? 

- Yess — I strain through gritted teeth. 

The car roars and passes by me. I stand for some time on the wide 
sidewalk, sunken into the fog of my own thoughts. Suddenly I shiver. 
The rain that has been raining lightly since the morning reminds me. And 
I rush towards “Saenz Pena” to catch the underground train. 
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Wednesday, 7 June... 

Today we almost fought with that kid Harry. To blame are the 
millions of the old Mortimer Johnson. They've awfully spoiled Harry. 

After lunch I had gone to Rosita for a reference. Harry comes too. He 
writhes in laughter and knocks over a bottle of red ink. Splatters my 
pants and continues laughing. A real child! (Of course he is only sixteen 
years old, but in height he’s taller than me). That angers me. And Harry 
doesn’t stop with his laughter. I boil: 

- Friend, your father is a millionaire and can buy you clothes 
whenever you want. But know that I’m one poor clerk. The pair of pants 
that you just splattered are my only pair. 

The Englishman, without thinking it over much, called me a 
“donkey”. I went pale (I’ve never liked those proud egoists), then I 
caught him by the neck... 

In that moment Rosita yelled: 

- Watch out! Don Ricardo is coming! 

Of course, that was just womanly cleverness. It turned out that the 
inventor wasn’t even in the office at all. But the dangerous moment had 
passed. Harry thought it wise to get away. Then Rosita added: 

- Juan, if you had beaten that kid, like he deserves, you would’ve 
been in trouble again. Don’t you know that the old Johnson subsidizes 
with his millions “Perez y Cia”. 

Rosita is a nice girl. 


Thursday, 8 June... 
This morning Harry, as soon as he entered, gave me a little box with 
a powder for cleaning stains. Then he apologized to me. He was very 
sorry for what happened yesterday. He wanted to know if I was mad at 
him. I told him that if I had been so mean that it was because of my 
strong irritation. It seems he’s not a bad boy. But I still say that his 
father’s millions have spoiled him. 
After lunch Alfonso invited me, on dona Clotilde’s insistence, to have 
breakfast with them. Of course, I couldn’t refuse... 


Sunday, 11 June... 

This morning the inventor and I were on a round again. It seems that 

he can’t breathe without me. That feels to me like new confirmation of... 
But let me leave for later on the summaries. I told him about my studying 


| 56 }@————. 
architecture. Don Ricardo doesn’t believe I could graduate. For that 
pursuit was needed, according to him, before all a lot of money. One 
acquaintance of his from La Plata had complained to him that his little 
son had eaten a hundred thousand pesos and still hasn’t become an 
engineer. Then don Ricardo’s second argument was even more original: 

- Why do you need to study? — he says. 

- What why! — I wonder. 

- Well I’m neither an engineer nor an architect and I’m still better off 
than them, because I can pay both the one and the other. 

- But, don Ricardo, you are an inventor... 

- Yes, I’m an inventor. And you have no reason to bury your snout 
in various faculties. If you listen to me... You hear, Juan, if you listen to 
me, I will make you my replacement in a few years. You hear, 
replacement of the inventor Ricardo Perez! Let others bang their heads 
and study architecture... 

It seems the inventor at all costs has decided to keep me with him. 
I expected it. But still I demanded what I wanted. At last don Ricardo 
agreed, if that made me happy. 

I had lunch at his house on calle “Chile”. Dona Peppa’s fate really 
interests me. I would want to find an appropriate moment to talk to her. 
What about? I myself don’t know... Of course, today it wasn’t possible at 
all. At the table was her cousin Julio with his moustache a la Charlie 
Chaplin. Interesting! Outside he wears big dark glasses. At least today 
there was no sun. Clotildita still continues to hate me. But Adolfito doesn’t 
let her really let her express her feelings. Odd! This is the first child’s 
heart that is stubborn in its hatred. After lunch the inventor was 
unpleasantly surprised by my intention to go to “Pineyro”. 

- How!... Always in Pineyro! 

- Don’t be angry, don Ricardo. I’ve promised to make a visit to my 
friend Ramon. 

- Che, Juan, I’d like to see your famous Ramon. 

- I'll gladly introduce him to you. 

- And still only the Devil knows what you’re doing in that workers’ 
suburb. 

I laugh. Then I apologize again. I say goodbye and leave. 

Here I am in Pineyro. The workers’ suburb. Mama Jesusa is extremely 
pleased with my visit. She is overjoyed at me with tears in her eyes. I 
know the reason for those tears. Ramon read to me one of his short 
stories — “The fifteen-year-old old man”. Original work in which there is 
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a lot of autobiography. In one word, that’s Ramon the skeptic. He has 
already written many short stories, some of which have been printed. He 
had ready material for a collection. He wants my opinion about its 
publishing. I encouraged him. I believe in the success of this boy. Despite 


his demagogy and skepticism, I believe that Ramon will turn to humanity 
again. He is one doubtless talent... 


Monday, 12 June... 

It seems that I am the man with the most leverage when it comes to 
the inventor. But despite that in front of the others he continues putting 
on the comedy (otherwise I can’t qualify his behavior) that for him I am 
the most indifferent man in the world. But when we’re alone he is entirely 
different. This evening when I went to get the stamps, he, visibly worried, 
started again with his favorite “che”: 

- Che, Juan, you have a mistress... 

- Where do you know that from? 

- I learned... 

- It isn’t true. 

- Then why do you go so often to that dirty suburb? 

- To Pineyro? 

- Yes. 

- How many times will I have to tell you that I go to my friend 
Ramon? 

- You’re lying, Juan. You have a mistress. But watch out! Watch out 
for women, because they will drain you... 

Who knows why, but his words agitated me: 

- Don Ricardo, I know that I’m making use of your trust. I wouldn’t 
want to lose it. And if my words seem untruthful to you, then look into 
my eyes. They never lie... 

And I move a calm gaze towards the scary eyes of the inventor. But 
in that moment they were timid. Don Ricardo couldn’t bear that icy 
calmness, that absolute certainty of my “me”. His suspicion vanished 
momentarily and he lowered his gaze. I won. 

- Juan, I believe you. —- he murmured. 

We didn’t talk more of it. But I was left with the impression that the 
inventor is jealous over me. Of course, that thought came absolutely 
spontaneously and even against my will. As people say: just came and 
nothing more. But now that I’m thinking it over more calmly, I see that 
it is only one logical link in the chain of my doubts. And it seems to me 
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that the logic of the subconscious is a lot thinner and more correct than 
the official logic of the “sound mind”. Maybe that is because the 
subconscious sees the things in their real light and shapes (if they even 
have those!). And from there it could be constituted more correctly their 
connection, while the “official” logic is forced to reconcile its thinking with 
the conditionalities and foolishness of people. Of course the official logic 
is needed. In today’s society where people can’t be seen without clothes 
by others, the nakedness of thought wouldn’t shock them any less... 


Wednesday, 14 June... 
Last night I made the decision to go today to the secretary of the 
university. I went. They told me that I could study as a special student. 
But they refused to acknowledge as official the French translation of my 
diploma. Aside that I would have to sit, in one of the local high schools, 
extra exams: in Spanish, in Argentinean geography and history, and in 
civic studies. Then I went to the French embassy to see if they couldn’t 
do anything about the legalization of my diploma. It turned out they 
weren't competent. What do I do? I go to the Ministry of Education. There 
they almost laughed right in my face. Still they gave me directions. I had 
to go to the Foreign Ministry. That was the only competent one. From 
there they told me to send my diploma to the Argentinean embassy in 
Sofia. At last that was the only solution of the problem. Of course, with 
added 20 pesos toll. But for now I don’t have money and the sending of 
the diploma will be left for the beginning of next month. 


Sunday, 17 June... 
Unfortunately, tomorrow I will have to leave my coquettish villa. The 
builders would start its renovation these days. But don Ricardo has 
already taken care of my new one. It is again of this type of house. This 
evening he gave me its key: calle “Rivadavia” N®°... almost eleven 
thousand. So about 100 cuadras, or 10 km, away from the offices of the 
company. Good distance! But what about those who live in Temperley or 
in Tigre? But I forgot the most important. The inventor said that would 
be my last lodging in similar houses. After that I would go to live with 
him. And so the longing after my coquettish villa is rewarded hundredfold 
with the attractive promise of the inventor. Then, I don’t doubt, I will be 
able to freely talk with dona Peppa... 
Alfonso invites me to go by all means tomorrow after lunch to his 
house. Rafael, his cousin, would be there. Alfonso had already told him 
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so many things (I don’t understand what he could have told him!), that 
Rafael necessarily wanted to meet me. Alright, if they want it so bad, I'll 


go. It seems, that with Alfonso, in the evenings at the copy press we had 
unwittingly tightened, along with the ledger, the ties of our friendship. 


Sunday, 18 June... 

Really, I do have reason to long for my coquettish villa on avenida 
“Gaona”. Here there are no palms, no pomegranates, but just one little 
naked tree and nothing more. But, most importantly, I miss the 
bathroom. How well I had gotten accustomed to my constant morning 
showers! No matter, now I have to satisfy myself with the tap in the 
kitchen. But, like a bright sun, shines my hope that this will be my last 
living in these lonely houses. My last wandering! And then?... Dona 
Peppa, dona Peppa! How sweet your name sounds! And why am I so 
closely interested in your fate?... 

After lunch I went a bit late to Alfonso’s. They’d been waiting quite 
long for me with Rafael. They had thought I wouldn’t come. At last I met 
Rafael. He, like his cousin, wears short pants. But he also has big horn 
glasses. A right Harold Lloyd! And in comedy he isn’t far behind him 
either. Rafael worked in the office of Luis Montes, the private lawyer and 
consultant of the inventor. Odd! How did I not think that I would be bored 
around these kids. Really Rafael and Alfonso are good boys, but that’s 
all. Otherwise what a difference between them and Ramon, who is only 
a year older! But why should I be mad at them - Alfonso and Rafael are 
real kids of their time. They are boxers, sportsmen of every type and 
even cinema artists. In one word - Americans. Immediately after my 
introduction to Rafael Alfonso lead us to the warehouse (in the same yard 
there is a warehouse). We went to the second floor and there, before we 
went into the sports hall he warned me: 

- Juan, you're close with uncle Ricardo. Careful not to tell him 
anything. He really hates sport and will crack our snouts if he finds out... 

And Rafael added with the needed authority: 

- The man who cannot understand the great importance of sport is a 
round fool. Es un verdadero b...* But still, Juan, I will ask you no to say 
anything to uncle Ricardo because that man is a little bit crazy... 

I had to give them my word in order to calm them down. 

Then we snuck into the “sports hall”. It was a dark corner, barricaded 
with all possible materials. Alfonso lit the electricity. After that the two 
“champions” undressed and put on their boxing gloves. The match 


*Es un verdadero b... (Spanish) — he is a real... (donkey) — Editor’s note 
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started. I had to play the role of referee (that’s what Rafael said) and at 
the same time had to be the audience. Of course the audience was more. 
Present was also the five-year-old Ricardito, the son of dona Clotilde, 
who Alfonso had carried on his back. The match finished with points in 
favor of Rafael, according to his own words, which Alfonso agreed with. 
Ricardito was ecstatic and was constantly applauding the champions. 
After one short break, during which Rafael incessantly talked to me about 
the great importance of sport, a fencing match started. Instead of rapiers 
my friends used sticks of thick wire with tin protectors and caps for the 
points, brand “Alfonso” of course, not “thirteen”. The game was quite 
dangerous because despite the caps someone could have poked an eye 
out. But my advice wasn’t considered. Fortunately, the fencing ended 
with no accidents. The third number was “lucha romana”*, suddenly 
interrupted by the yelling of abuelita: 

- Alfonso, Alfonso!... Where is Ricardito? 

Dofia Maria, worried by Ricardito’s absence, was looking for him. The 
sport tournaments had to be stopped. They warned Ricardito to stay 
quiet and... we went down. 

Dofia Maria was happy when she saw me. To her question what we 
were doing up there, Rafael answered immediately: 

- Nothing, abuelita, Juan was telling us about Bulgaria. 

That improvised lie calmed down dofia Maria. She only couldn’t 
understand why we had wedged ourselves in the warehouse... We had to 
go to breakfast. Abuelita accompanied us. After the breakfast Alfonso 
and Rafael went out again. Rafael even whispered to me to follow them 
into the “sports hall”. I was uncomfortable to leave dofia Maria. But let 
me admit it, these boys had bored me with their sport... 

Ricardito had unnoticeably slipped out. And I was left alone with dona 
Maria. We talked about my homeland and her Andalusia. She couldn't 
forget the gorgeous gardens of Seville. And the sun, and the songs, and 
the guitars... And she constantly whispers: 

- Ah! Seville, Seville!... 

Her eyes were damp. Poor woman! She had left there her youth and 
thought that if she returned again in the homeland she would find it. 
Empty hopes!... Then we moved the conversation to Bulgaria. She 
questioned me about my parents. I complained to her that I hadn’t 
received a letter from them in a long time. And I felt so ill and so sad 
when I started talking about my mother that I had to shut up. Otherwise 
I would have surely cried. Doha Maria understood my pain: 


*Lucha romana (Spanish) - roman wrestling — Author’s note 
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- Do not worry, Juan. I see that you’re a good young man, because 
only the good ones love their parents. Love them!... 

I sat quietly and was barely holding in my tears. Good think that the 
dining room had been covered by the twilight. 

In that moment dona Clotilde came home. She had gone on a walk, 


accompanied by her “mucama”. I got up and said my goodbyes. And 
Rafael and Alfonso walked me to the corner of the street. 


Monday, 19 June... 

Today at lunch I had gone quite early to the office. I found only 
Alfonso. He told me that Rafael was awed by my body. His opinion was 
that with a serious training a great boxer could be made of me. Even 
world champion. Rafael wanted to absolutely talk to me on that topic. I 
started laughing. But Alfonso didn’t get mad. He was stubborn in his 
intention. That night in front of the press he talked to me again... Rafael 
knew a serious boxing club and would recommend me. Only ten pesos 
monthly subscription fee... Yes, only ten pesos! 

Today I counted my money and I have all in all ten and verbatim ten 
pesos. From the beginning of the month I haven’t been able to eat well. 
Will I need to eat less again? No, that’s impossible!... And my nerves are 
being pulled tighter and tighter. Maybe that’s because of the insufficient 
food. Maybe... But the main reason is elsewhere - my relations with the 
inventor. Outwardly they become ever more friendly. But I feel the pit 
that opens out between us. And then this damned diary! And then this 
vigilance, heightened to the point of pain! And these doubts that continue 
to tear apart my “me”!... I should wave my hand at it all and leave “Perez 
y Cia”. I should, but I can’t. Some satanic desire pushes me to the 
inventor, to the depths of his soul. I want to reveal it. To pick at it until 
it hurts. Like lepers itch their wounds, from which flows blood and 
purulence... I want to uncover the secret of those eyes. Then to laugh 
mockingly right in his face. Yes, right in the inventor’s face. That will be 
the only reward for my long suffering. But do I have the strength to last 
until the end? I’m afraid. My nervous irritation grows constantly. What 
are yesterday’s tears if not the first symptoms of a nervous breakdown? 
But that is still the beginning. And still I see that there’s no other road, 
except for the one that don Ricardo and I are walking down... Where will 
it lead us? Likely to crime and to the gates of prison... 


a 62 }@——__. 
Tuesday, 20 June... 

Before lunch I got scolded by the head engineer Lomas, and this 
evening — by the inventor. Senor Lomas is an airheaded man and I don’t 
pay much attention to him anymore. But why is the inventor angry? He 
has noticed my indisposition. He thinks that I’m sick. 

- No, I tell him. 

- Then what’s wrong? 

I stay silent. How could I tell him what is wrong! Besides that I feel 
that if I start talking my voice will crack. And don Ricardo continues: 

- You need to eat well. Or maybe you have no appetite?... 

I want to scream: 

- It’s not appetite, it’s money I don’t have! 

But I continue being silent. The inventor starts raging: 

- You’re a dimwit! Don’t you understand what I’m asking you? 

- Si, don Ricardo - and I start crying like a child, - I can’t... 

I knew it would happen this way. And that no willpower would be 
able to stop my tears. Don Ricardo was looking at me bewildered. 

- Juan, you're crying... why? 

I was silent, greatly upset. And fiery tears burned my cheeks. 

- You're one big child. Yes, one big child. 

I was ashamed of his words. I was angry. But I couldn’t refute them. 
I really was one big child. What would Alfonso say if he saw me being 
such a crybaby? At last I got ahold of myself. My sorrow had flown away 
if not forever then at least temporarily. Tears are a good outlet. 

Only then I could talk. I told the inventor about my difficult financial 
situation. He took that as the motive for my crying. Then he gave me 
twenty pesos as a loan until the end of the month. I fully calmed down. 
I wiped my eyes and left his office. And when I returned to Alfonso and 
don Adolfo, they did not notice anything. - ------------------ 
Yes, my sorrow lightened only so I could be beset by a heavier sorrow. 
And now I pace my room like a madman... Women and children cry only 
when they’re being watched. Am I a child or a woman? But then why did 
I cry in front of that man. Was it so he could see me and pity me? No, 
despite my tears I’m a man. And if I cried that was because I couldn’t 
hold it in. I cried and... my only consolation is that the one who saw my 
tears won’t expose them... I feel that at the bottom of our relations lays 
a fatal secret that locks both of our mouths... He won’t expose my tears... 
Pitiful consolation! Didn’t he see them? Did he not understand my 
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weakness! I feel that my hatred for this man grows by the minute. No, I 
humiliated myself. I cried in front of him. There is only one way out. For 
me to humiliate him, to laugh in his face. Only then will we be even. 

What should I write more? My sorrow has become a mountain that 
oppresses me. It has become a bird of prey with a gigantic beak that 
tears apart my insides. And still my sorrow is so invisible and so distant. 
Oh! If I could just grasp it. My steel fingers would suffocate that 
monstrous beast. In vain!... I feel that my spiritual balance has been 
compromised. 


Friday, 23 June... 
Today I received a letter. The first letter sent to my new address. It 
is the answer of that enthusiastic letter that I wrote immediately after 
my meeting with the inventor. But my enthusiasm has long vanished, 
yet its echo comes just now. No matter. At least my parents are happy. 
Will I need to disappoint them? And then what is there, what has 
happened? Nothing, absolutely nothing. I continue being the one most 
favored by don Ricardo. The most favored!... Is that something minor? 
About the dark corners of my soul, about the strange relations between 
us, about the sweltering sorrow and about the tears — why should I write 
to them? They won’t understand anything. Who would be able to 
understand the real tragedy? Even I myself, my own personal “me” isn’t 
able to grasp all that which lurks inside me. There are tiny elements that 
always slip by even the most diligent analysis. And even then those 
elements have a great effect... But each day I sift them through the 
always smaller sieve of my observations. No matter, I'll suffer. It’ll be 
the torturous joy of the leper who itches his wounds... 
But what about the response letter? Yes, I will write it according to 
the wishes of my parents. Let at least them be happy... 


Sunday, 25 June... 

I spent the whole day with don Ricardo. I had lunch at his home. On 

the table were just the three of us. Dona Peppa, me, and don Ricardo. 

The inventor (that prior woodworker and current lout) started giving me 

lessons in fine dining. I should always use the knife. And then, why was 

I swallowing such large pieces. It was uncultured. And besides that I 

didn’t hold my fork properly. And at last he called me a “wild man”. I 

boiled. To call me a “wild man”, and at that in the presence of dona 
Peppa. That was really too much. 
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- If you think that I’m a wild man then why do you invite me to your 
dining table? 

The inventor laughed somewhat forcefully. That angered me even 
more. 

- And still I thank you, don Ricardo, for the compliment and the... 
meal. 

Then I demonstratively pushed away the plate that lay in front of 
me. My tone was daring and provocative and likely the storm would have 
broken out if dona Peppa hadn’t stepped in: 

- Juan, do not be angry. Don Ricardo wasn’t intending to insult you. 

Then she turned to her husband: 

- Isn’t that the truth, Ricardo? 

The inventor started apologizing: 

- Juan, dona Peppa is right. I didn’t mean to insult you. I said it for 
your good. Maybe tomorrow you'll need to attend some banquet in Hotel 
Espanol or in Plaza Hotel. That’s why you need to know of etiquette... 

But I insisted: 

- I don’t need any banquets. And if you continue with your 
“etiquette”, then I won’t come here. To me freedom is dearer than the 
various receptions. 

- Areal wild man! — don Ricardo laughed. - Only they love freedom. 

- If it’s so then I accept being a wild man - I responded with the 
same joking tone. 

Dona Peppa was watching me with a barely noticeable smile. I 
thanked her with a look. I was happy that one unpleasant event had 
given us the opportunity to begin a deep and lasting friendship between 
us. She had likely understood the sadness that peeked out of the 
windows of my soul. And what is easier than that, to create a friendship 
between to hearts who suffer!... 

In the afternoon don Ricardo and I went to the cinema (the inventor 
is a big cinema lover). And doha Peppa remained home alone because 
the kids and the maid had gone to abuelita. It seems that this woman is 
a constant prisoner... I barely tolerate don Ricardo’s presence. It seems 
to me that I’m an accomplice in a terrible crime. Isn’t the locking of a 
young and beautiful woman between the four walls of a home a 
monstrous crime? 

I would want to be the liberator of that constant prisoner. Of that 
gentle flower from the wonderful garden of Andalusia. 

But how? I’m afraid not to compromise her. 
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Tuesday, 27 June... 

When the inventor is gone everybody is calm. The limping devil 
Montanas, the manager of the office, can’t scare anyone. Of course he, 
like every devil, is sly, but before everything he looks after his own peace. 
Even Rosita, that cowardly girl, in don Ricardo’s absence turns into a real 
trickster. Today for example she stuck her tongue out several times. Only 
kids can stick their tongues out in such a sweet way. That makes me 
laugh. And she in a serious tone asks me: 

- Juan, why are you laughing? 

With her from the beginning we started informally. She likely doesn’t 
know my last name. And I don’t know hers. In the office everybody calls 
her la senorita* or just Rosita. 

But the most intolerable of all is Harry Johnson. I would say that that 
man doesn’t come here to work, but — to play. In any case, when don 
Ricardo is here, he doesn’t dare squirm much, because he’s afraid of the 
inventor. But lately Harry has fallen so much for dona Clotilde, that he’s 
left everybody else alone. And it seems that the pretty widow is pleased 
to have fun with this sixteen-year-old kid. In front of her Harry plays the 
role of a jester. And maybe he plays other roles when they’re left alone. 
One day I accidentally peeked into the widow’s office. Harry was with 
her. He was playing the role of one in love, who kills himself, and was 
constantly clicking a little revolver-toy. Then he would drop on the settee 
and writhe in mortal agonies. And dona Clotilde was dying with laughter. 
She, at my entrance, instead of getting embarrassed, would laugh even 
lauder: 

- Ha-ha, Juan, he is in love and wants to kill himself, because I don’t 
reciprocate. Save him!... 

And she laughed again. The Englishman kept clicking his little 
revolver and to drop himself on the settee with greater purpose... 

I frowned and said: 

- Senora, Harry’s salvation depends on his beloved. 

Then I left without waiting for an answer. I was angry at Harry. In 
actuality I felt in the depths of my soul how seeps the wild hatred of the 
primitive man. The envy of the loner, rejected by the female. But then 
suddenly I would take the pose of a strong moralist. I wanted to yell: 

- This is disgusting!... To be perverting the kids! Has dona Clotilde 
fallen so low? 


*La sefiorita (Spanish) - the young lady - Author’s note 
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The scene that I describe above happened about ten days ago. But 
it was as if it had disappeared from my mind. And then when I started 
writing about Harry, all of that floated up with striking clarity... But 
enough of that! Someone, if he had read the above lines, would think 
that I am in love with dona Clotilde. On the contrary, I hate her. 


Disgusting to me is her air-headedness and her laughter. And still I desire 
her... Maybe that is the call of the flesh. Atavism or subconscious? 


Friday, 30 June... 

At last I saw Mortimer Johnson. Harry’s father is a two-meter-tall 
colossus. A real Englishman. He had come to the office to look for the 
inventor. Then he went out with don Ricardo. And Harry whispered to me 
in confidence: 

- Papa wants to move me to Banco Londres - Rio de la Plata* and 
he’s likely come for that... 

I stayed quiet. But, let me admit, that news made me happy. Let 
that damn kid go away at last!... 


Saturday, 1 July... 

This evening they handed out our salaries. Mine has been increased 

from 100 to 150 pesos. That pleasantly surprised me. Don Gustavo has 

already congratulated me on the raise. I went to the Bulgarian pub. I 

finally paid back Vangel in full. On Monday I'll need to send in my diploma 
to be translated. 


Sunday, 2 July... 

Sunday is the day of the inescapable tours with don Ricardo. Today 
we went to see the workers’ housing that the company is building 
adjacent to Linieres. I used the opportunity to thank him for the raise. 
He smiled. He had done it because I had listened to him. Then suddenly, 
almost with no tie-in, the inventor tells me: 

- Che, Juan, why don’t you grow a moustache? 

- I hate moustaches. 

- Do you hate me? 

- No, but why are you posing such an odd question? 

- Because I have a moustache. — and he smiles. 

And the coupe is flying. Just us two. Comfortably sunken into the 
back seat. The inventor is so fatherly nice. But why? That accursed “why” 
doesn’t let me rest. He caresses my cheek again. And then: 


*Banco Londres - Rio de la Plata (Spanish) - one of the big banks in Buenos Aires 
- Author’s note 
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- Juan, you’re one big child. Why did you cry that time? Do you 
remember? I will find you some mommy who will let you breastfeed. 

I want to cry in anger. And don Ricardo is looking at me with such a 
wily gaze, in which from time to time dance little fires. For the first time 
I see his eyes like that. And why does he constantly call me child? Maybe 
because I don’t understand him?... Maybe I understand him better than 
he suspects! 

At lunch I’m again at don Ricardo’s house. In attendance is also the 
cousin Julio, with his moustache a la Charlie Chaplin. This man looks 
suspicious to me. And that Adolfito calls him uncle Jorge. That increases 
my suspicions. After the lunch, even before they had brought in the 
coffee, the cousin excuses himself and leaves. He had work... 

Suddenly I asked dona Peppa: 

- Senora, what was your cousin’s name? 

I felt that I had a hit. Dona Peppa smiled like a child that is afraid to 
tell the truth. Then she lowered her big and beautiful eyes: 

- Ask don Ricardo! 

The inventor doesn’t wait for me to ask him a question: 

- Juan, you’re one big child. And the sefora’s cousin is one “mozo”. 

- I know - I replied. - The topic at hand is different however. 

- His name is “mozo” and nothing more. It seems that you still 
haven't learned Spanish. 

The inventor visibly wanted to obfuscate the topic. Does he really 
think me a child! I was almost sure that there was some mystery hidden 
here. 

- Well alright! If you don’t want to tell me, I will learn it elsewhere. 

My threat worked much quicker than I had expected. 

- Listen, Juan, I'll tell you, but you need to keep an absolute secret! 
Did you hear? Absolute secret! I don’t want spies around myself!... 

- You have my honest word. 

And what does it turn out to be? That mozo wasn’t the sefora’s 
cousin at all. His name was Jorge Montes, and not Julio. He was the son 
of the lawyer Montes. Deserted out of the army. Everybody knew that he 
was in Montevideo. He really had escaped there the first time. But then 
he had secretly returned to Buenos Aires. The inventor had hidden him 
because he really loved him. Before they drafted him as a soldier, Jorge 
Montes had worked in the office of “Perez y Cia”. He had been a 
draftsman, but he had many other jobs as well: electrical engineering, 


| 68 }¢@—____. 
masonry, mechanical engineering, woodwork, upholstery, and what 
else... 

- Capable boy! And I love capable people - finished somewhat 
mentorly the inventor. 

I was silently stunned. That, which interested me wasn't the just 
retold biography, but the omitted from it. There was some secret there 
and without its unraveling the whole story turned into a simple 
fabrication. I needed to look for a key. I looked at dona Peppa, she looked 
like a deaf person who hadn’t understood anything... In that moment don 
Ricardo advised: 

- Now that you know one secret, careful not to divulge it, because 
you'll get badly hurt. And mainly be careful not to talk about it in the 
office or in front of dona Clotilde. Do you understand, not a word)... 

I promised. 

Then we went out again. Of course, to have fun. We went to the 
theater Variedades. And poor dona Peppa remained at home. - - - - - - - 

The alarm clock clanks on my table. It’s past eleven o’clock. I yawn, 
but my thought works. The fatal image of don Ricardo doesn’t leave my 
head. There they are: and dona Peppa, and Jorge Montes (the prior 
cousin Julio). An equation with three unknowns under one roof. And what 
is known is so little. I will need to patiently wait. Maybe, when I go to 
live under the same roof, the problem will become more easily solvable. 
Didn’t don Ricardo promise me. I will need to insist. For me moving into 
the inventor’s home will be of fateful importance. About that topic I will 
talk to him at the first opportunity. I will present to him as a motive the 
distance of my current lodging. I believe that the inventor won't refuse 
me. He loves me in such a fatherly way. Such a fatherly way!... Ha-ha- 
hal... 

I was about to forget. About Jorge Montes I'll have to question 
Alfonso or Rafael. Since the latter works with the old Montes. Of course, 
I'll do that very cautiously. The inventor’s secret must be kept, and even 
more my honest word. 


Monday, 3 July... 
Today I sent my diploma to be translated with 20 pesos to the 
Argentinean embassy in Sofia. 
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Thursday, 6 July... 

Since Monday it’s been raining a ceaseless, cold, winter rain. This 
morning the little villas and houses around my lodgings looked so 
mournful and desolate... Desolate like my soul! I felt ill! And today is my 
birthday. But here nobody knows that. And maybe this way, this way it’s 
better. Today I am 21 years old! I photographed myself as a memory of 
today. I just hope that the portraits will come out like they should. 

Today is my birthday. The day of my majority. And I am so sad, so 
sorrowful! Today my mother is there, on the other side of the earth, 
kneeling before the icon of the Savior. And she is crying bitter tears. 

Mother, don’t cry! 

I understand your sorrow. But the one to whom you pray won’t hear 
you. Years ago he didn’t hear your prayers. And then they killed my good 
brother. They killed him along with thousands of others. Why?... 

You cry, mother! And today is my birthday. The day of my majority... 


Saturday, 8 July... 
Today at lunch I got my portraits. More than successful! And this 
evening I warned don Ricardo that tomorrow I won’t be able to be with 
him because I have work to do. He was left very displeased when he 
learned that I would once again go to my old landlords’. Then I hinted at 
him: 
- Alright, if you want us to be always together, it would be best... You 
know... for me to move into calle “Chile”... 
And he had thought about it. But now it was uncomfortable. Again 
“uncomfortable”! Why? He didn’t tell me. 


Sunday, 9 July... 

This morning, by habit, I washed my clothes. Then I wrote up five 
portrait-postcards. One for the parents, and the others for friends. I had 
lunch at the center. At half past two I was already at Ramon’s. 

Mama Jesusa came to greet me. She was quite overjoyed when I 
showed her my portrait that I had written for Ramon. 

- How handsome you are! How handsome you are!... - mumbled the 
old woman constantly. Her eyes were full of tears. And Ramon was 
ecstatic with my portrait and yelled, waving it around: 

- Viva el redentor de Bulgaria!* Viva!... 

Mama Jesusa left. And Ramon continued still so excitedly: 


*iViva el redentor de Bulgaria! (Spanish) — Long live the liberator of Bulgaria! - 
Author’s note 
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- Juan, I write, but you should write too. That which you told me 
about life in the Pampas is so beautiful. But I don’t want you to tell me 
about it anymore. I want you to write it so I could then read it... And for 
the whole world to read it! 

- Maybe, down the line... - mumbled I, touched by his warmth. 

- No down the line! Right now! Juan, do you know you were born to 
be a writer? I don’t know a gentler soul than yours. 

- Enough, Ramon. You’re exaggerating it. But if you want, I’ll promise 
you, just don’t rush... 

And meanwhile I thought: “Poor Ramoén, he doesn’t know what a 
monstrous beast is tearing apart my soull...” 

Then again the eternal topic — literature. And the eternal arguments 
about Dostoevsky and Almafuerte. A propos, today Ramon in exchange 
for my portrait gifted me a collection of Almafuerte’s choice poems. We 
also went to the cinema. It is the most popular art. And except for 
cinemas there likely isn’t anything else in Buenos Aires... 


Monday, 10 July... 
Harry Johnson has left the office. From here onwards he would work 
at Banco Londes - Rio de la Plata, where his father is one of the biggest 
shareholders. But Harry isn’t happy. He says he is sad to leave his current 
job. In reality I know what he is sad for. And dona Clotilde doesn’t feel 
well either. But she is a cat that hunts the mice. And if young Johnson is 
departing, there will be other mice to be found... 
At around four o’clock Alfonso calls me to breakfast. Of course, that 
is again by the request of dona Clotilde. 


Thursday, 13 July... 

Today came the lawyer Montes. He is one overly pleasant old man 
with white hair. I used the opportunity to ask Alfonso about the lawyer’s 
life. He had been for a few years the interest defender of “Perez y Cia”. 
In a sense its legal counsel. As an aside I cautiously asked: 

- Is this senor Montes married? 

Alfonso with me is always talkative and open. And he told me in the 
greatest detail all he knew about Montes’ family life. He had been married 
but his wife had passed away. He had also a son, but in this area the old 
man wasn’t any more fortunate. His son had ran away as a deserter in 
Montevideo. Even before that he had worked here. 
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- Uncle Ricardo loved him terribly much and always went around with 
him, the way he does with you now. Capable boy. 

Alfonso’s words stunned me. And so: son Ricardo had loved him 
terribly much and always went around with him. I hadn’t doubted that 
he loved him. That the inventor had told me himself. But that he had 
always gone around with him, like he does with me... that’s what stunned 
me. Then he surely must have caressed Jorge Montes in such a fatherly 
way. If he had loved him then he must have caressed him. Of course, 
that Alfonso couldn’t know. He wasn’t present on their intimate drives... 

Yes. And when the coupe flew along the wide avenidas, he was 
caressing him. I’m sure he was caressing him. Jorge Montes had been 
his first lover (if before him there haven't been others). Lover! Isn’t it too 
early for me to write such wild things. I forget that don Ricardo also has 
a wife, and mainly, kids who look so much like him. 


Friday, 14 July... 

It has been raining, almost constantly, since last Monday. Towards 
Linieres it’s a whole flood. Horrible weather! Hopefully this damn rain 
stops at last. Otherwise they'll stop the trains and the trams. At least 
that’s what the conductor said this morning. 

Today I have a letter from my parents. And in the same envelope is 
a card from my Nadya. She has already finished the first section*. And 
how sweet this “first”** writes! Of course, she’s a “second” now! “Big 
brother, happy birthday...” 

Thank you, Nadichka. How I wish to hug you, but you are so far 
away. And when we see each other again, you'll be grown already. A 
grown lady! And you won't be able to recognize your big brother, who 
has carried you so much in his arms. I don’t know why, it always seems 
to me, that you'll become like Sudermann’s Alma and that we will never 
get along. 

Never! 

Now that “never” saddens me. No, those are empty fantasies. What 
do you have in common with Sudermann’s Alma? No, you're just 
Nadichka. My little good Nadichka. 


*First section — The first level of education Bulgarian children got at the time when 
the book was written. First section then is equivalent to first grade now. - 
Translator’s note 

**”First” — in Bulgaria children are sometimes referred to by their grade in school. 
It is more common when it comes to children in elementary school. — Translator’s 
note 
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Monday, 17 July... 

I need to start from the Saturday. That day they stopped the trams 
and I had to come with the train to plaza “Onze”, but before that I had 
to wade through eight whole cuadras of water. Some places it was just 
risky to go. And that wasn’t because one could drown, but because he 
could overly dirty and dampen himself. And in such a state could I show 
myself at the office? And still I came almost unscathed and on time. 
Around lunch I complained to Alfonso about the accursed rain. Then what 
this boy told his aunt I don’t know, but then he came back to me and... 
Saz! 

- Juan, mi tia* Clotilde said that tonight you'll sleep at our house. 

Just that I hadn’t expected. As if someone had hit me in the back of 
the head... and still that strike was pleasant to me. 

- No, Alfonso, tell your aunt that I can’t... - I started objecting. 

- It’s useless, Juan, when mi tia Clotilde gets something in her head, 
she’s absolutely do it. It’s useless... - Then Alfonso got close almost to 
my very ear and whispered to me: - At that tomorrow is a Sunday. My 
cousin Rafael will definitely come. He wants to see you so much... Then 
we'll arrange a boxing match or lucha romana... Che, Juan, you’re a fool 
if you go home. Even more when mi tia Clotilde is inviting you... 

And despite that I objected: 

- No, Alfonso, I can’t... Tell dona Clotilde that I can’t stay. 

Of course, that was my official “me” that objected. But in the depths 
of my soul I found perfectly right the words of Alfonso: “Juan, you’re a 
fool if you go home, even more when mi tia Clotilde is inviting you.” 

Alfonso had said them in one sense, and for me they had a perfectly 
different meaning. But from the point of view of both of us it would be 
stupidity for me to go home. But in the modern man, however honest he 
is, there is always a certain amount of hypocrisy, that he so needs, like 
he needs his clothes. And here I am, despite my disgust at hypocrisy, I 
played in that moment the Tartuffe, when he tells Dorine: “Couvrez ce 
sein que je ne pourrais voir”**, or something similar. 

But despite my protests, that Alfonso has likely passed on where he 
should, dona Clotilde came to warn me personally: 

- Juan tonight you will stay to sleep at our house. Don’t you see what 
rain it is out there?... 

- But, sefora... 


*My tia (Spanish) - my aunt (wife of the maternal uncle) — Author’s note 
** Couvrez ce sein que je ne pourrais voir (French) - Cover that bosom so I don’t 
have to see it. — Editor’s note 
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- No objections! 

And she looked at me with eyes that truly nobody could resist. I 
amenably lowered my gaze. And dona Clotilde left proud and confident, 
like a queen. 

Until leaving work I was as if stricken with fever. Then Alfonso caught 
me by the arm: 

- Juan, they’re waiting for us at home. Let’s go have dinner. 

I didn’t resist. 

They really were waiting for us in the dining room. There were both 
dofia Maria and dofia Clotilde. There was also Ricardito, who, when he 
saw me, threw himself at me. I had to take him in my lap. In that moment 
dofia Maria jokingly said: 

- Juan, don’t spoil him so much. Then he won't be able to breathe 
without you. Alfonso has gotten like that too: Juan, again Juan, you're 
always on his mind. 

Those words encouraged me. It seemed that everybody there loved 
me in their own way. The dinner was more than suffocating. With so 
much love it couldn’t be any other way. The maid brought in the dishes, 
and dona Clotilde, in the role of a good hostess, served it to everyone. 
She was quiet and serious. It was even as if her face had gotten paler 
than usual. Just from time to time she would prompt me: 

- Eat, Juan, eat, you'll be left hungry. 

Alfonso was telling some anecdotes from “Biliken”, and Ricardito was 
dying with laughter. I was questioning dofa Maria about the romantic 
Seville. And she happily told me about the city of her youth. After the 
dinner ended my official “me” again got into character. I got up and said 
my thanks: 

- And now it is time for me to go. 

In vain did Alfonso say that his aunt had prepared a bed for me. In 
vain did Ricardito pull me and say that he wouldn’t let me go; and dona 
Maria said several times: 

- Stay, Juan! Where are you going in this rain? 

I insisted because dona Clotilde was quiet. Of course, that was my 
official “me”. At last dona Clotilde got up: 

- Alright, Juan. I allow you to leave even though I had told you to 
stay. 

Her voice was stern. I watched her with surprise. 

- Come on, come with me!... - and she led me. 
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We went through the wide hallway. And then we entered the dark 
lobby. She lit the electricity in the yard. Then she grabbed me under my 
arm and led me to the bright glass on the door. 

- Look! - said she agitatedly and herself looked out. 

Our heads were so close together. Her black curls brushed my face, 
burned it. I was shaking. I felt that this woman was mine and still I didn’t 
dare. It was clear that she was teasing me. Oh! If she knew that I had 
never touched a woman’s body, I’m sure, that she would have reached 
to pick the forbidden fruit. I’m sure that she would teach me how to kiss! 
But moments are short. That, which in the first moment looked so 
natural, in the second became suspicious, and in the next — impossible. 
Yes, we had missed the right moment. And then... then she completely 
calmly asked me: 

- Do you see them? 

- What? 

- The dogs... Tigre! Leona! * 

The two huge beasts got close to the door. They really did look like 
a tiger and lioness. And their eyes - like wandering fires that trick the 
victim. 

- They know only me. I could lock them in, but I don’t want to. If you 
decide so, go out, leave! — and she turned her back to me. 

I was a prisoner of dona Clotilde’s. There was no way out, except 
going back to the dining room. There, slightly ashamed, I told about the 
obstacle that were those hell-hounds. My words cause laughter. Then 
dofia Maria lightheartedly concluded: 

- Well, son, if Clotilde doesn’t want to put the dogs away, you'll have 
to sleep here... 

At ten o’clock Alfonso brought me to the little hall on the first floor. 
There dona Clotilde had set me up to sleep. A sofa, clean sheets, a 
blanket and quillango**. What a wonderful bed! Maybe because the 
hands of dona Clotilde had prepared it... 

Alfonso wishes me a good night. I’m left alone and undress. Then I 
turn the electrical switch. Suddenly I sink into darkness to then resurface 
a few moments later in a completely different world. There everything 
speaks about dona Clotilde. And the objects are perfumed with a strange 
aroma. Surely her black hair, black like the night, in which I’ve sunken, 
is giving off that aroma. I dream. Of course those aren’t dreams but 
images of flesh that make me shudder. And I wait. For what? Dona 
*Tiger and Lioness — Author’s note 


**Quillango (Spanish) — blanket, made of the skins of young guanaco (of the deer 
family) — Author’s note 
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Clotilde! Aren’t I prisoner for that? Yes. She will come at midnight. Like 
the queen or the evil enchantress from the fairytales. She will come!... 

And outside the rain sings the song of sleep. I close my eyelids. Then 
I open them. I stare into the darkness. Won’t she come! Then I start to 
laugh: 

- Ha-ha! Juan, how stupid you are! Today there are no romantic 
women. And you’re a whole idiot... 

That as if calms me down. And I fall asleep under the melody of the 
Fells AN: LT Oneainys forrest econ ccaia tacancascaientab nana niles vb ved esdeaaeadeug sabbath aces et ecced ceeseeees? 
I dream of dona Clotilde in the pose of a maenad. Then I knock her down 
to the green turf. I’ve turned into a satyr with goat legs and a beard. I 
devouringly breathe in the aroma of her naked body. We both quiver due 
to some wild voluptuousness. And in the moment when I possess her, 
she slips out of my arms. But the volcano of desire erupts within me. 
Shivers run down my body. A slight electrical current. I wake up for a 
moment, as if to give my mind the opportunity to note the just lived 
illusion. Then I sink again into the dark depths of sleep. Late in the 
morning I awaken under the quiet song of rain. My first thought is about 
dona Clotilde. Has she come tonight. But then surfaces that moment of 
consciousness, happened right after the lived illusion, that no longer lets 
me doubt it. I feel ashamed. I don’t want to think about dona Clotilde 
anymore... 

I spent the whole Sunday at dona Clotilde’s. Of course, I avoided her 
as much as I could. And it was as if she avoided me too. Who knows, 
maybe she too has held me in her arms that night. Maybe she too in her 
widow's bed has felt the mighty illusion of the unfulfilled flesh. Who 
knows?... 

At last, around lunch, the damn rain stopped and the sun shone for 
a moment through the gray rags of the clouds. We had just finished 
having lunch when Rafael appeared with his horn glasses. We had to wait 
for the moment and to move over to the “sports hall”. That was Alfonso’s 
plan, thought out from the morning with all the details. In the “sports 
hall” Rafael gave an impassioned speech to me. It was something like 
“Apologia of the sport”. There figured the names of all world champions 
from Dempsey and Carpentier to Angel Firpo and Tiraboschi. At last 
Rafael mixed my name in with that galimatias: 

- Juan, I’m sure, that after just two years of “trening” you'll be the 
top boxer in the world... 

He spoke with the certainty of an expert. 
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- Look, Alfonso - and Rafael caught my right arm, trying to flex it. 

- What do you want? 

- Juan, flex your arm. But better take off your shirt. Let Alfonso feel 
it too. 

I obeyed. These boys adored my body. To them I was some sort of 
bronze idol. Some new Hercules, who would conquer the world from the 
height of the “ring”. 

- What a muscle! — Alfonso admired. 

Then I had to bend down, to satisfy the curiosity of little Ricardito. 

- What a muscle! — the little one repeated and tried to pinch me. 

- Magnificent! Magnificent! - added Rafael. 

- That’s enough, my friends! 

And I put an end on their admirations but putting my shirt on. But 
with that the conversation wasn’t over. Rafael insisted I become a 
member of Club Policial de Boxeo*. He really wanted to know my answer 
right away today. I was afraid that I would disappoint my little friends. 
But that had to happen sooner or later. Still I had decided to give them 
a motivated refusal. Maybe that would work well on them. I told them at 
length and at width the goals of today’s cultured man. I told them that 
boxing especially is a barbarian spectacle that adds to the animalization 
of the crowds and nothing more. And in the end I declared that I didn’t 
want to become a boxer. Alfonso was as if more willing to understand 
my viewpoint. But his cousin pounced on me. About boxing everyone was 
free to say whatever he wants. But despite that it would remain the most 
knightly and most profitable activity. 

I should start with the irony and the sneers. But I was afraid not to 
get into an argument with these boys and so lose my influence over 
them. A man can influence kids only when he communicates with them. 
And I had to admit defeat, so I could later win the victory. And maybe 
I'll be left with my defeat, because the “sportmania” has taken on an 
epidemic quality... 

After his “Apologia of the sport” Rafael was ready to get to action. 
He took off his horn glasses and slipped on the thick boxing gloves. 
Alfonso had already taken up a “defensive position”. In that moment 
Ricardito, who was watching out of a hole, yelled: 

- Uncle Ricardo is coming! 

The situation was really critical. The two cousins took off the gloves 
and started getting dressed. Then they warned me again. 

- Juan, careful not to give us away, because he'll give us a beating... 


*Club Policial de Boxeo (Spanish) — police boxing club — Editor’s note 
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And Alfonso added: 

- You don’t know uncle Ricardo. He’s a crazy man. 

Ricardito announced that the inventor had gone into the house. Then 
Alfonso loaded the little one on his back. I and Rafael followed them on 
tiptoes... 

Don Ricardo was in the hall with dofia Maria and dofia Clotilde. I went 
in and said hello. It seems that the inventor had come for me. 

- Juan, you're still here? Come on, let me bring you with me. 

And he got up. 

- Alright. 

I get up too. We said goodbye and went out. In front of the gate 
awaits Perez’s coupe. The motor roars. --------------------- 

- So, we’re going to have fun again. To the cinema or in the theater? 

The inventor laughs. He is always in a favorable mood when we’re 
alone. 

I take advantage of his mood. I start talking to him again about my 
moving from the lodgings. Don Ricardo agreed with me in principle. But 
he advises me to not be hasty. It wasn’t comfortable right now. 

- Why? — I ask. 

The inventor hesitates. Then he starts speaking with some secrecy 
in his voice: 

- Juan, you know that in my house lives Jorge Montes. While he’s 
there you won't and mustn’t come... Do you hear? 

That puzzles me. And through the thick fog of the unknown I see the 
black tentacles of a monstrous desire. Fora moment I feel such revulsion, 
that makes me want to wave my hand at everything. But that is only a 
moment. And then I am again seized by that terrible curiosity, that 
insane desire, that will be satiated only by the unravelling of the sphinx... 

- So never? — I finish. 

- What never! Jorge will leave soon. Eh, Juan, how impatient you are! 
A real child... 

That epithet angers me. The inventor notices that and laughs. Then, 
to calm me down, he starts to caress me... In me brews some far-off 
storm. I feel that if I do not get away from this man, I will commit a 
crime. And that thought starts turning into an idee fixe. 
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We go into some theater. I am so distracted that the words don 
Ricardo says just irritate my hearing. They are simple noise and I don’t 
understand anything. 

It seems that we’ve stumbled upon some “revue”. On the illuminated 
ramp walk many naked women. Of course they aren’t entirely naked, but 
covered with transparent veils. That is some kind of ballet of the living 
temptation. From the boxes the monocles shine with the cold gleam of 
repletion. Still on the illuminated ramp there are a few indisputably 
beautiful women. Even very beautiful. And that’s why the white starched 
collars from the boxes lean forward. The faces of their owners are so 
serious. These gentlemen look like antiquarians, who are about to buy 
some rare art piece... Yes, the women from the ramp. “They are all for 
sale!”, said with a cynical honesty Nikolas Stavridis. But why did this guy 
come to mind? Damn it!... Then in my head stands out the image of the 
cousin Julio. Here, another black spot!... Jorge Montes and I can’t’ live 
under the same roof... Why? 

On the stage erupts a fountain of multicolored lights, that for a 
moment chases away the darkness in my soul. And under the beat of the 
wild music, in which the East and West sensually meld together wan 
bodies, comes out, walking on pointe, la prima ballerina* - the woman 
mannequin... It seems that she dances well, because, when she bows, 
the hall booms with applause. And from the boxes close to the ramp 
bouquets start being tossed. 

In that moment I hear don Ricardo’s voice. His lips are almost 
touching my ear. 

- Juan, be wary... Be wary of women! A man is allowed to do 
everything. Even to have... you know. But to go to a woman, that is a 
whole crime. No, the real man must stay far away from the woman. He 
has to despise her, to kick her away. Do you hear? To kick her away... 

I hear as if through a dream the cruel sermon of the inventor. 
Suddenly the pit in front of me opens terrifyingly wider. Those aren’t the 
words of a father who is giving a moral tale to his son. There’s something 
else here. The reflection of a sick psyche... But then why would he bring 
me to see half-naked women in seductive poses? Why is he agitating me 
on purpose? But maybe the inventor is doing experiments with my “me”. 
Maybe he wants to test the soil before he steps on it. And I sink into the 
sea of psychoanalysis, where even the tiniest facts and the most 
meaningless words have such a huge importance... 


*La prima ballerina (Italian) — the first dancer — Author’s note 
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Only in the underground railway do I awaken. The carriages are so 
crowded that despite their comfort they look like sardine tins. I find 
myself vis a vis with one fat sefora. Our thighs are rubbing together. It 
is impossible for us to change our strategic position, because we're 
pressed in from all sides. And there’s no reason to. I feel so good. I 
observe my senora. It seems that she too is satisfied with such a position. 
She is so fat and needs pressing. And the electric train — the blood of the 
reinforced concrete city - is moving under the pressure of its gigantic 
pulse — the power plant of 500 000 horsepower. On the turns, from the 
fast motion, the public dances foxtrot. I dance too with my fat senora... 

Of course, that was yesterday. As for today? Today is a Monday. 
Nothing out of the ordinary. This morning the inventor exploded again. 
He fired the Italian Julio. It seems that there isn’t a populace bigger than 
draftsmen! And that’s why they get so easily shown the door. It’s plenty 
for a littke advert in “La Prensa” or in “La Nacion” and on the given 
address will come tens of draftsmen. Crisis, overproduction, or labor 
disorganization?... 

I have a letter from home. My parents are ecstatic. I’m afraid that 
they may be very soon disappointed. But I will continue in my letters to 
them to be an optimist. Until when? Until the miserable reality 
demolishes my last illusion or... 


Thursday, 20 July... 
More and more I cease being a draftsman. It’s as if don Ricardo wants 
to make me his secretary and a replacement for Rosita. Now I work more 
than half the day with this girl. She shows me many things and I show 
her a thing or two. Rosita is a tall and slender girl. She has beautiful blue 
eyes and silken hair. She’s a bit skinny, but today fashion is like this. 
That, which I don’t like about her, are the big horn glasses. But that is 
too, of course, just fashion. Today a third of the population of Buenos 
Aires has become shortsighted to wear horn glasses. Fashion truly makes 
people shortsighted. Not only shortsighted but also bowlegged and... 
crazed. In this world intelligence can’t manage many things, but fashion 
always enforces its stupidity... Maybe it’s so because today is God’s 
kingdom of the fools... 


Saturday, 22 July... 
This evening don Ricardo told me that tomorrow I could move in with 
them. Jorge Montes had left. These news simultaneously delighted and 
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frightened me. But - “6yab yuTo byzeT"*! I know that my path goes 
through that home... Dona Peppa, dona Peppa, at last I will be close to 


youl... 


Sunday, 23 July... 
Here I am, moved into the inventor’s home. This morning with the 
help of a two wheeler I transferred all my luggage. At lunch don Ricardo 
invited me to his table. The lunch went quietly. Most important is that in 
the future every Sunday I will have to be a guest at their table. Don 
Ricardo warned me to consider myself invited. That is the inventor’s will. 
After lunch, like always, we went to the theater. We returned quite late. 
The children had fallen asleep. And dona Peppa, reading some novel, 
awaited us alone in the dining room. I felt very sad at the sight of this 
eternal prisoner. The inventor was indisposed. The dinner went by 
quickly. Then I wished goodnight to the husband and wife... Husband and 
wife! It seems to me that they’ve never been so... 


Monday, 24 July... 

One inconvenience. The little gate to the street opens with a secret 
key. But only don Ricardo has the key. Everyone else, to enter, has to 
ring, SO somebody opens it from the inside. This evening I rang quite a 
long time. At last I hear dona Peppa’s voice: 

- Who is it? 

- It’s me, senora. 

- Ah, it is you, Juan? — and the gate opened. 

The apologies started. The maid had gone somewhere, close by, to 
buy something. And the senora had only now heard that it was ringing. 
Had I waited long? I had to apologize too. Then she invited me into the 
dining room. Don Ricardo was still out. I was somewhat uncomfortable 
right from the first day to be alone with dona Peppa. And the inventor 
could have walked in on us at any moment. It was quite late. And I 
politely declined: 

- Another time, senora, tonight I have letters to write. 

Dona Peppa didn’t insist. And I went to my room. Still dona Peppa’s 
politeness made me happy. That’s a good sign. 

P.S. The time is past ten. From the dining room I heard the inventor’s 
voice. He must have come home. 


* ByOb uTO 6ygeT! (Russian) - Be what it may! - Translator’s note 
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Thursday, 27 July... 

The children, along with the maid, had gone to sleep. We talked alone 
in the dining room. We were both demure. Despite that dona Peppa 
complained to me. The inventor was terribly late. She didn’t hold it 
against him when work held him up. But it wasn’t always so. Many times 
he would go have dinner with the head engineer here and there, without 
telling her anything. And she was forced to wait for him. That wasn’t 
good. I on my part showed my compassion. Then suddenly I asked her: 

- Why do you stay constantly home? Do you not enjoy going out? 

- Oh, Juan, if you knew... - But it was as if she got scared not to admit 
something and because of that she concluded: - Despite everything he 
is my husband. And then he is an inventor. Es un genio muy fuerte.* 

I understood that it was best we do not talk more this evening. And 
I got up. 

- It’s late now, dona Peppa. Buenas noches.** 

- Good night, Juan. 

And here I am now hunched over the table. The scribbles line up one 
after the other in the diary... So don Ricardo went also with the head 
engineer to have dinner here and there. That shouldn’t surprise me. The 
question would be different, if the inventor started going out with some 
woman... A woman! But that is impossible. 


Sunday, 29 July... 

This morning don Ricardo called me into his office. He told me that 
we would leave with the lunchtime train for Miramar. There were a few 
summer villas being finished. We had to revise the construction. 

But the main thing was to take a walk on the shore of the Atlantic. 

- I'll talk on the phone with the company of the Southern railways. 
I'll arrange a carriage with two beds. Do you want that? 

I sat silent. Two beds... Carriage, night through the Pampas. The 
express flies, like a monstrous serpent, that spews fiery tongues. And 
us... US alone, facing each other. I could anticipate that, which would play 
out there. It terrified me... 

- Ey, Juan, sonso***, I’m talking to you. Do you want a little walk? 
On Monday, in the evening at the latest, we'll be again in Buenos... 

I continued being silent. I was stunned by that sudden proposal: two 
beds... A carriage!... A light shiver ran down my body. 

*Es un genio muy fuerte. (Spanish) - He is unforgiving. — Author’s note 


**Buenas noches (Spanish) - Good night — Author’s note 
***Sonso (Spanish) - Fool — Author’s note 
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- Alright, I'll come... - In my voice a threat sounded. 

I had resolved myself to anything. I will strangle him, I thought to 
myself. I will strangle him, if he’s setting a trap for me, and nothing 
more. That thought calmed me... 

And so two hours ago don Ricardo left alone for Miramar. Why? The 
simplest explanation is that the inventor is observing me. This morning 
he surely must have understood my unease very well, and then that wild 
certainty that overtook me so suddenly. Don Ricardo Knows me very well. 
Maybe better than I know him. But he doesn’t Know me well enough, 
otherwise he would have sent me away. Maybe he can’t be without me. 
But it’s clear that he was scared today... 

We are like two predators, who are constantly stalking each other 
and don’t consider to lunge at each other, because they will tear each 
other apart without either of them winning. And despite everything they 
stalk each other with some hidden passion. And in that there is more 
pleasure, than in the tearing apart itself... 


Sunday, 30 July... 

I don’t know whether between a virginal man and a mature woman 
there could exist a friendship? But I can’t put another name, at least for 
now, on our relations. 

It’s good that the inventor went away. Today I spent the entire day 
with dona Peppa. And alongside the compassion that this woman brings 
out in me, more and more I start to respect her. 

In the morning we breakfasted together. Then she expressed 
wanting to see my room. I have to note that before now I haven’t had a 
more coquettishly made up room. I especially like the walls. They are 
decorated with multiple colorful reproductions from “El Hogar”, “Caras y 
Caretas”, and “Atlantida”*, set against dark backgrounds. All of that 
reminds of a small exhibition. I love beautiful paintings. And I believed 
that dona Peppa too would appreciate, as is befitting, my taste. She really 
liked the room. And then, when she stopped her gaze upon some naked 
women’s bodies, she half-jokingly said: 

- Dios mio**, with how many women you've surrounded yourself! 
Juan, their nudity embarrasses me... 

Those words made me blush. The woman is always a woman, 
especially the mature one. In that moment that thought floated entirely 
freely in my mind. And it shone considerable light on our relations. 

- Senora, if these women embarrass you, I will remove them. 


*Tllustrated magazines in Buenos Aires. — Author’s note 
**iDios mio! (Spanish) - My God! — Author’s note 
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- No, Juan, it’s better if you’re left with them. I will leave... 

And she laughed. I couldn’t be unaffected by her graceful laughter. 
Then she left. I felt as if the rays the sun went out in my room. Later to 
me came Adolfito and Clotildita. I wanted forever to win the hearts of 
these children and because of that I told them the funny fairytale about 
the dwarf. Adolfito from the very beginning was charmed. But Clotildita 
resisted. She was frowning, as if she couldn’t overcome her prime hatred 
for me. But at last the dwarf charmed her too. And when I finished, the 
little ones pounced on me: 

- Juan, we want more!... We want more!... 

- Eeh! That’s enough. Another time... 

In Clotildita erupts again the old hatred: 

- Then you leave! Outl!... 

And she started pinching me. And her eyes became so terrifying! As 
if the inventor himself was looking at me... 

- Out! Leave, I don’t want youl... 

I retorted: 

- Eh, alright. But Alfonso wants me. And beyond that, if you keep 
sending me away, then I will never tell you fairytales... 

Adolfito had already started hugging my knees to protect me from 
his sister’s anger. 

- Do you hear, Clotildita, I won’t tell you fairytales. 

But Clotildita proudly looked at me: 

- I don't need your fairytales! —- And she left, slamming the door with 
a thud. 

- Oh! Mala, mala! Te voy a pegar* - Adolfito screamed after her. 

At lunch it was just me and dona Peppa. The children were 
exceptionally unruly and that’s why they had fed them earlier. The trust, 
with which that woman surrounded me, obligated me to be very careful. 
We held one almost “official” conversation, that considering the 
circumstances in which we were, couldn’t go on for long. I first 
overstepped that boundary and talked about her loneliness: 

- Do you, dona Peppa, not enjoy the theater and the cinema? 

She smiled bitterly: 

- Juan, do you allow, that a woman of my age could not love all that? 

- I don’t allow, but still... 

A small pause set in. Then she began in a lively way: 

- And do you know how old I am? Guess! Let’s see’?... 


*iOh! iMala, mala! Te voy a pegar. (Spanish) - Oh! Bad, bad! I will beat you up. - 
Author’s note 
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I smiled guiltily, like a student who doesn’t know his lesson. She 
caught onto my hesitation. 

- Do not be scared! Tell... 

- Thirty-five - I mumbled. 

She smiled bitterly again. 

- I knew that I’d grown old... 

I passionately objected: 

- You?... Old! For me the woman of thirty-five is most beautiful. And 
namely because of that did I say, that you’re so. 

It wasn’t false pathos. I spoke honestly. Without any malice. That 
best understood dona Peppa herself. But she continued to insist on hers: 

- I know that I am old. Do not try to dissuade me, Juan. Thirty-five 
years old! Did you know that I am not yet even thirty-two?... 

That was now coquetry. But it seems that every woman is like that. 
Then she continued somehow resigned: 

- The reason for my aging is don Ricardo. If you could only seen me 
six years ago! Then I looked like an eighteen-year-old. I looked like a 
fresh rose bud. But this meaningless life aged me... 

A sigh put a stop to this little confession. And I in vain waited to hear 
more details about her relations with the inventor. Then the conversation 
took a different turn. I suggested to her that we go to the cinema. She 
was hesitant. What would don Ricardo say. But I was insistent and 
persuasive: 

- When he goes around with me or with others, does he ask you if 
you like it? Or maybe you’re hesitant to go out with me. With one lowly 
empleado from “Perez y Cia”. 

That worked. 

- Juan, how could you think such a thing! Just in order to refute it, I 
will go out with you. 

- A wonderful woman you are, dona Peppa! Thank you... 

- No, I should thank you. 

She had gone to prepare her toilette. I was ready and called by the 
phone a taxi. We had decided to go out with a rented car. That way we 
would feel more free. 

After a quarter hour into the little hall came a senora in mourning. 
Dios mio! So that was dona Peppa! One completely new dona Peppa that 
I hadn’t known before then. What mysterious beauty hid behind the black 
veil! Had I been blind before? 
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- Juan, what are you looking at me for? Or do you not want to go to 
the theater with such an old and ugly woman? - And she shot me a smile, 
such as only the beautiful women know how to gift. 

- Dona Peppa! Dona Peppa! - barely mumbled I. And she understood 
everything... 

In the lobby there was a ring. The taximeter had come. Dona Peppa 
kissed Adolfito and Clotildita and handed them over to the maid. 

In front of the porton a coupe was waiting. The driver opened the 
door and bowed. We got in. 

- Theater “Cazao”. 

The door closed. Then the motor started roaring. The coupe started 
with a slight sway along the pavement. Inside we were alone. Dona 
Peppa took off her veil. 

- Dona Peppa, dona Peppa, do you know how wonderful you are?... 

I blushed. And she answered me entirely calmly: 

- I know, Juan. Why do you ask? 

Her words acted upon me like a cold shower. Another in my place 
would go all the way. But virgins aren’t capable of that. We both became 
quiet. The pause was becoming too torturous. I tried to disrupt it: 

- Dona Peppa, why are you in mourning? 

- My mother passed, God rest her soul! 

- Do you have a father? 

- No. Let God rest his soul too. He has died long ago. And now I am 
an orphan... 

She sighs. A new pause begins. But there is at last, theater “Cazao”. 
In the hall of the theater a bouquet of beautiful women. Among them 
dona Peppa, the flower of Andalusia, shines with the beauty of the East. 
Probably her ancestors have come from there. I feel proud and happy 
with this beautiful woman. Here, among people, my self-restraint returns 
again. I retell anecdotes and joke. And dona Peppa rewards me with her 
divine smile... 

The screen doesn’t interest me. Only the music acts upon me. It’s 
like champagne. And I get intoxicated from it and from the breath of the 
woman that stands so close to me. I fly in the interplanetary space and 
feel like the ruler of the universe. Owner of eternal youth and equal with 
the gods! Is a beautiful woman capable of conjuring all of this! Am I in 
love with dona Peppal!... 


es 86 }——__. 

The tragedy on the screen is over. It’s all the same to me. I ama 
varlet in love and she is the queen of the tournament. The electricity 
turns on. Dona Peppa’s face shines. 

- Let’s go home, Juan, because the little ones are waiting for me... 

- Alright! - and we leave. 

We again get into a taxi. She acts so friendly. At home the “little 
ones” greet us with joyous shouts. The dinner, at which Adolfito and 
Clotildita are present because of my wishes, passes in easy conversation. 
Then I wish them “good night” and go back to my little box. 

It’s late. I reread the written. I rarely do that. But today everything 
that I went through seems to me so strange, so new... Now I am not 
capable of thinking whether a friendship is possible between a virginal 
man and a mature woman. Odd why I’ve started like that! Friendship 
with dona Peppa!... I fear that if I am not in love then I will be... 


Monday, 31 July... 

Last night I dreamed of dona Peppa. In my dreams we don’t act like 

friends at all. It ended with me forgetting myself in her arms. Tonight 

don Ricardo came home. He came into my room to see me. He found me 

reading “El estudiante de Salamanca”*. In Miramar the construction of 
the villas was going well. 


Wednesday, 2 August... 

Rosita is very sweet. Today she stuck her tongue out at me again. 
Then suddenly: 

- Juan, am I pretty? 

I started laughing. 

- I don’t know Rosita. Maybe you are pretty, but I don’t like you. 

- What a trickster and what a liar! Why don’t you like me, if I’m 
pretty? 

- Just because!... 

- No, tell! Otherwise I won’t work. 

And Rosita ceases to clack with her delicate fingers on the keys of 
the typewriter. Then she looks at me challengingly. But she can’t hold 
onto her pretend anger. And so from her irises comes through a ray - a 
smile. 

- And if don Ricardo comes, will you still not work? —- I slyly ask her. 

- I won't... - and she laughs. 


*”El estudiante de Salamanca” — “The student from Salamanca” — Editor’s note 
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- Eh, alright! Now I will tell you... 

- What? - Rosita asks in a most innocent way. 

- Why I don’t like you. Just because of the makeup. Pretty women 
have no need for changes to their beauty. 

Rosita protests. But I insist on my opinion. Then, when I’m already 
forgetting about the above conversation, Rosita again starts to stick her 
tongue out at me. She always sticks her tongue out so sweetly. 

- Eh, Juan, am I pretty now? 

- Didn't I tell you, Rosita. Why are you asking again? 

Rosita goes red. But Alfonso, who has been eavesdropping on us, 
says: 

- Why? Don’t you notice, Juan? “The lady” went to the bathroom to 
wash away off her plaster. 

- Shut your mouth, kid! — Rosita screams and reddens even more. 

- Is it true, Rosita? — I laugh. 

- True... 

The poor chica* wants to cry. I didn’t believe that Rosita had such a 
gentle heart. 


Saturday, 5 August... 

Again I have a letter from home. They were so happy and prayed to 
God for my health. After lunch came Harry Johnson with a small rose bud 
on his buttonhole and with the carefree look of a London dandy. They 
didn’t work on Saturday afternoons. He had started missing his 
colleagues, so he came to see them. Dona Clotilde saw him in with a 
pretend coldness. But I noticed how oddly her irises started shining. Then 
she invited him home, so he could see Ricardito. And they went out... Oh! 
I know, Harry, who you were missing! 

This evening don Ricardo again came into my little room. I was 
reading. 

- You read a lot, Juan. 

And he caressed me in a fatherly way. I raised my gaze. The 
inventor’s gaze was so timid. 

- What do you want, don Ricardo? 

- Nothing. Just so... to talk with you. Isn’t that why I let you live at 
my home|... 

-? 

- Don’t you want that? 


*Chica (Spanish) — young woman, girl — Author’s note 
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And he threw himself on my spring mattress. 

- What a nice bed! You must sleep very comfortably on it at night... 

I sat silent, my gaze fixed on his. 

- Juan, you're quiet. Tell me, do you sleep well, or should I come to 
try it out some night? 

- I don’t feel well, don Ricardo, stop with the joking - I groaned. 

- But I’m being serious. — And he got closer to me. — Really, what is 
wrong, Juan? 

Then he started caressing me in a fatherly way. 

- You are a child... I noticed that from the beginning. You’re a child, 
Juan, even if you have such a beard. 

- I beg you, don Ricardo, to leave me alone. 

Tears shone in my eyes. Just a little more and my sorrow would 
explode into crying. The anticipation itself just increased it more. 

- Juan, you're going to cry. Cry, my child! 

- Get out, don Ricardo!... - And I devolved into mute crying that shook 
my chest. 

That was the peak of the nervous breakdown. And the inventor 
wouldn’t stop with his sneers. It was as if this man got pleasure out of 
the tearing of my “me”. 

- Pfu, Juan, you’re crying! Do you want to suckle? I'll call dona Peppa 
to breastfeed you... 

That crossed all boundaries. I would’ve strangled him, if I could. But 
in that moment I was powerless to act. The sorrow had torn me into a 
thousand pieces. And some childish powerlessness had overtaken me. 
The sharp eye of the inventor understood the situation very well and that 
was why he was so unceremoniously picking at my wound. 

I repeat, that crossed every boundary. But the inventor went even 
further. He really called dona Peppa. 

- Look, Peppa, a baby! If you can, let him suckle!... Maybe that way 
he'll shut up. 

And he turned his back to us. 

Dona Peppa stood with wide open eyes just three paces from me. 
How much kindness there was in those eyes!... 

- What is wrong, Juan? 

- Nothing, senora. Don’t be angry that I will ask you to leave me 
alone... 

She lowered her big eyes. And quietly, like an apparition, 
disappeared... 
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It’s midnight. I don’t want to sleep. My tears passed. But my nerves 
can’t calm down. I’m chased by my idee fixe. I’m almost convinced that 
all this will end with prison. Yet clearer and clearer in my imagination 
stands out the scene of the crime... I strangle him with my iron fingers. 
I strangle him for hours. He is long dead. And despite that his eyes, these 
scary eyes, continue to watch me... I want to close them. Watch out, don 
Ricardo! My fingers are made of iron!... Then suddenly, some new thought 
shines like a rocket in my mind. Of course it is not new. Haven’t I at other 
times thought to leave him? That is good, but impossible. I am like a 
person who is leaning over the pit. He feels that he need to move from 
the spot he is in, but cannot. His world spins. And at the slightest 
movement he will collapse into the void. 


Sunday, 6 August... 

At breakfast don Ricardo was quiet and uneasy. His face was twisted 
in the grimace of nightmarish dreams. Then he went out, without saying 
anything. That made me happy. My will was still broken from last night’s 
nervous breakdown. I spent the whole morning in don Ricardo’s library. 
Gorgeous cupboards of caoba*. And many books, some of which contain 
nothing valuable outside of their expensive binding. The library of a snob, 
in which the classicists stand along with the greatest nothings. A sad 
misunderstanding! The man, who never reads except for the adverts in 
the newspaper and his own business correspondence, owns a decadent 
library! 

The lunch was exceptionally torturous. Don Ricardo would blow up at 
the smallest thing. I and dona Peppa were silent the whole time. And the 
“little ones” didn’t appear at all. After the lunch the inventor went out 
again, without saying a single word. I left too. I felt so burdened. I went 
to Ramon’s. We talked about a thousand things. But my pain I didn’t 
reveal. But I was so pained. At one time it was as if Ramon noticed: 

- Juan, why are you so deep in thought? You seem to have lost some 
weight too. Are you sick or something? 

- No, Ramon... 

And I made inhuman efforts to hide my sorrow. To smother that 
monstrous beast, that tore apart my insides. 

Then I said goodbye. I promised him to visit him again at the first 
opportunity I got. I said goodbye to mama Jesusa too. And the tram 
carried me away, me and my sorrow, to the center of the reinforced 
concrete city. Night had fallen. The skyscrapers were lost in the dark 


*Caoba (Spanish) - a type of expensive wood (mahogany) - Editor’s note 
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satin sky. And the illuminated advertisements looked like bright 
constellations that had fallen low. 

The tram dropped me off at Plaza de Mayo. And I sank into the sea 
of people. Crushed underneath the burden of my sorrow, I didn’t see that 
of the people. I was terrified by the loneliness of the city of millions. 
Suddenly “Mask” came to mind. And I started whispering Yavorov’s lines: 

... Aimlessly, 
in sorrow, that never fell asleep, 
I wandered...” 

And how I would've wanted some pink lips to whisper 
compassionately: “Oh! Qu’il est triste”*... In vain! I was alone among the 
thousands. I bumped into them and saw: hats, collars, noses, curls, 
moustaches, necks, breasts, lips... And I saw thousands of things, 
belonging to man. But him, the whole, real person, I didn’t see. And my 
sorrow erupted with fiery tears. And mute sobs shook my chest. I was 
crying. Nobody noticed me. And all the better! Otherwise they would 
have laughed at me. 

Then, put on again the mask of indifference, I went down into the 
underground railway. 

When I rang at calle “Chile”, the maid opened up immediately. I went 
right into the dining room. There I found the inventor. He was sat with 
his back to the door. I greeted him. Instead of an answer he got up and 
quickly hid something in his back pocket. It was a quite large browning. 
I don’t know why the first thought at the sight of that gun was that he 
could use it against me. 

- Oh! Is it you, Juan? Sit down! Dona Peppa will come in a bit... 

After today’s anger this evening the inventor looked very polite. 

I pretended that I hadn’t noticed and started apologizing. In that 
moment entered dona Peppa and the dinner started, boring and 
monotonous... 


Monday, 7 august... 

I received a long letter from Petyo along with two photographs (his 
portrait and a group picture of the “friends”) for mementos. Rosita was 
curious to see the photos. I showed them to her. 

- Do they really wear the same clothes as here? — she wondered. 

- Yes, Rosita. What did you imagine? 

- I thought that Bulgaria is a half-wild land. I thought even that there 
could be man-eaters. 


* Oh! Qu’il est triste (French) —- Oh! How sad he is! —- Editor’s note 


—_______| 91 }¢@—_ 

Then she pointed out to me the electric lightbulb that hung above 
our heads. 

- Do they have that? 

- Yes, Rosita, there is not only that, but electric trams too... 

She was left with open lips. Poor Rosita? So, she though us man- 
eaters! 

And I jokingly said to her: 

- Did you think me a man-eater too? 

- No, Juan. About you I’ve always thought that you’re one great boy. 

- Gracias for the compliment - and I laughed. 

In one word, Rosita is a wonderful girl. 

Petyo’s letter is desperate. In Bulgaria it was bad. Terrible. He 
couldn’t take such a life any longer. He would come to America, to the 
land of freedom and... Poor Petyo! He’s attached to it a whole bunch of 
pretty epithets. I get angry when I read this stupid letter. Yet Petyo is a 
smart boy! But why am I angry at him? He doesn’t know the land of 
Gold... “Dear Petyo, do not be angry that I will disappoint you. You are a 
pessimist, and yet despite that you believe that there is a country where 
you will be able to spread your wings freely... Yes, you believe...” Just 
that I will write to him. And then: “I also believed that there is such a 
country, and that’s why I came here. But today, let me confess to you, 
brother, I don’t believe that in the constraints of capital and power such 
a thing could exist. The society of today looks like a gigantic swamp... 
And people have sunk up to their necks in it. Some are already drowning. 
But unfortunate for those who are clean! Unfortunate for those people 
who want to live with the big and bright ideals...” But how do I describe 
to him that drama which is playing out in my soul! How do I explain to 
him that contradiction, that split, that makes me simultaneously a saint 
and a scoundrel. How do I explain to him that desire for murder. No, that 
is just an idee fixe. A madness, that could put me in jail. Oh! If I could 
only talk with Petyo. He has a sensitive heart and would understand me. 
He wasn’t my best friend for no reason... 

But, dear Petyo, you are so far, so far!... And still I am obligated to 
write to you. But will you understand me?... Fallen into exceptional 
despair, I didn’t know where and how to start. At last I wrote: “Dear 
Petyo”... - and I stopped. My thoughts were so mixed up. Everything, that 
I caught with the tip of my quill, I immediately transferred it on the white 
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paper. That wasn’t a letter, but some spewing of images, thoughts, and 
feelings. A momentary photography of my mind! A strange and wild 
confession, without any logic to the one, who did not know the dark 
corners of my soul... 

I had already written two big sheets, when the inventor entered. 

- Good evening, Juan. You're always reading and writing! 

I protested: 

- It’s not true. This is a letter to a friend... 

Don Ricardo glanced at the written two big sheets and said: 

- I don’t trust, Juan, your friends. Could a person write so much to a 
friend! No. That must be a letter to some mistress of yours in Bulgaria —- 
and he winked slyly. 

I got angry. Was he jealous over me! 

- No, don Ricardo, you are mistaken. I have no mistress neither here, 
nor in Bulgaria. And this letter is for my best friend, who I love more than 
a brother. 

The inventor cast upon me one of those gazes that undress the soul. 
But I stood calmly under the fire of his scary eyes. 

- Alright, read, let’s see what you’re writing... 

I didn’t hesitate and started reading: “Querido* Petyo...” I translated 
ahead. But after the first few phrases I stopped. I hesitated. The new 
phrase started with the scary admission: “I am two paces from prison...” 
And further down crumbled all “official” logic. My “me” stood naked and 
shameless. Full of contradictions and doubts. And oscillating between the 
great love and the terrible crime. Did I have to reveal my cards before 
this man? That would mean I lose the game. Suddenly I understood that 
I had made a mistake when I started reading the letter. I sat quietly and 
thought what I should do next... 

- What is it, Juan? Why'd you stop? 

- I don’t know how to translate the phrase... 

Of course, that was a Shallow lie. 

- Okay! Explain to me and I'll help you. Which word can’t you 
translate? 

I blushed, because I wasn’t taught to lie. 

- Listen, don Ricardo, I can’t translate you my letter any further. 
There are intimate things, and I don’t want to be doing a false translation. 

- Didn’t I tell you, I know that “friend” of yours! He is a beautiful girl 
with hot blood. A pretty friend! Ha-ha-hal... 

- It’s not true, don Ricardo! 
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- Don’t lie, Juan. I understood from the very beginning that you’re 
writing to your mistress. And that’s why I made you read it to me. And 
isn’t it sometimes, when you cry, about the pretty Bulgarian girl!... Damn 
it, these Bulgarian girls must be very pretty! Che, Juan, why don’t you 
write to her to come to Buenos Aires? I will pay the fees... 

And he wouldn’t stop sneering. I boiled. What is this guy imagining! 

- Alright, don Ricardo! Look at my mistress! -— And I continued the 
translation: “I am two paces from prison...” 

These words sounded scary and sinister. I had said them with such 
a painfully honest tone. Don Ricardo didn’t hesitate even a moment. He 
understood the truth. Those weren’t words written in ordinary ink. They 
looked like mysterious signs, noted in blood... 

Suddenly the inventor went pale. I watched him with some cruel 
glee. I felt almost physical pleasure. 

- And you, Juan, you dared to write this! Don’t you know, you 
madman, that when a man thinks about the crime it’s dangerous not only 
to write but also to speak of it. Answer! Why did you write that?... 

I was shaking, but not in fear, in great agitation. Despite that I aimed 
to be calm: 

- Don Ricardo, you want me to explain to you why I've written this... 
Do I know? Just out of sorrow! More explanations I couldn’t give you. But 
listen what more I’ve written to my “mistress”... 

And I laughed with such malice, that it scared even me. 

- Juan, I thought you a child, but you’re insane! You're insane!... Do 
you understand’... 

Don Ricardo was shaking with rage. But that lasted just a moment. 
Then he lit a cigar and without looking at me, left. 

When I was left alone, I tore the letter. That was better! Petyo won’t 
understand anything out of phrases like these. And maybe the inventor 
is right, when he considers me a madman... 


Tuesday, 8 August... 

I thought that don Ricardo would scold me for the letter. In vain! He 
acts as if he doesn’t know anything. Before lunch the head engineer came 
to me with a sketch. Asked me if I drew it. I answered in the affirmative. 

- And who has noted the cosines and the sines of the angles? 

- Me... why? 

- Give me your hand, Juan - and he caught it even before I extended 
it to him. — I congratulate you! You were a whole engineer!... 
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I explained to him that I had learned all that in high school and that 
now I thought to study architecture. Senor Lomas was left delighted by 
my project. Then he apologized to me that he sometimes acted rude 
towards me. And at the end of it all he told me with a theatrical gesture: 

- Juan, I take you under my patronage. From here on out we well be 
friends. Do you want that? 

There was no other way! I agreed. One more “patron”! A man 
mustn’t run from “patrons”. 

This evening, with dona Peppa’s permission, I took out a few books 
from the library. 


Friday, 11 August... 

Rosita, as a secretary, receives all the correspondence. That includes 
my letters. This morning she handed me a letter again with the words: 

- Juan, you receive an awful lot of letters! And this one is likely from 
your “mama”. 

- Yes, Rosita — I answer her with a smile. 

- It seems that she loves you too much. 

- Yes, Rosita, like every mother. No, I lied to you... She is the best of 
all mothers. 

Rosita gets gloomy. 

- You're happy, Juan, that you have such a mother. And I, the 
unfortunate!... 

- What is it? 

- I’m without a mother, just with an unfortunate father... 

And Rosita recounts her sad tale. She didn’t remember her mother. 
And her father had been paralyzed for years. She used to have an aunt, 
but she died too. Now it was just her and Anita (her only sister) to support 
their aging father. Really he had a small pension but it wasn’t enough for 
anything. Then for some time the right leg of her “papa” had gotten very 
swollen. The doctors said that if they don’t cut it off a general gangrene 
would set in. But the old man didn’t even want to hear about cutting. 
Anita had left her job to tend to him. That just worsened their financial 
situation. And the “papa” would whine the whole day like some small 
dog. He was greatly suffering... 

- Believe, Juan, that I pray to God every night to take him back 
sooner, because... Do I know why? We all suffer horribly! And were we 
born in this world just to suffer? But sometimes it seems to me that I’m 
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committing a terrible sin with my prayers. Maybe that’s why God won't 
take him back... 

I stop her with authority: 

- No, Rosita, there is no God! But if there was, just know that you’re 
a thousand times purer than he is. 

- Quiet, Juan! I don’t want to listen to you — and she plugs her ears. 

And when I shut up, she unplugs them and says: 

- Do you know, sometimes I think that too. But we, women, are 
cowards... 

- Tricksters — I add. 

She laughs through her tears. 

In that time there’s a ring from don Ricardo’s office. Rosita starts and 
runs like a frightened doe... 

And after lunch I went to Retiro. In front of the entrance of the 
F.C.C.A station a group of workers with their craftsmen were waiting for 
me. I bought tickets for them and sent them to the location. Then I went 
to don Ricardo to report to him. He told me that in the future I would be 
responsible for all the groups that are going into the provinces. 

This evening I wrote two letters: to my mother and to Petyo. Both of 
them are restrained and calm. Beautiful in form and empty in substance. 


Sunday, 13 August... 

This morning we made a gigantic round. We went to many suburbs. 
And looked at a bunch of construction sites. The company’s business is 
satisfactory. But the inventor complained to me. First, about the head 
engineer, who he said was a real chambon*. And second, about the 
limping Montanas, the manager of the company. Actually the manager 
was a capable man, but otherwise a real devil. So this senor Montanas 
had sold to another company some sketches and plans. And lately he 
also disclosed the results of the inventor’s new research into reinforced 
concrete. Of course this all was simply minor matters. But the espionage 
itself was damning. Montanas had to leave his position. Something more, 
he had warned him already. Of course, he would appoint a new manager. 
He had thought about me. But in conclusion he added: 

- But you, Juan, are too young for such a position. Don’t be angry! 
Later on that will happen too. 

- I’m not angry, don Ricardo. 

- See! That’s how I want you, Juan... 


*Chambon (Spanish) —- scoundrel; person who doesn’t understand his job — 
Author’s note 
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After lunch we went to the theater “San Martin”. I complained to the 
inventor about the stage promiscuity: 

- Don Ricardo, I can’t understand, why in a city of some millions, like 
Buenos is, there isn’t a single dramatic theater? 

- Juan, I don’t understand why you’re posing me such stupid 
questions. Why would I need drama and tragedy? And why would 
anybody else need it?... 

- What “why”? 

- Listen, child! I tell you again that you’re a whole child. Do you know 
that my life is one terrible drama? And the drab work days! What are 
they? Eh, alright! You think it over! Is there a point in me watching 
tragedies and dramas on the weekend days, the only ones, that I have 
left for entertainment? 

- The work life really ossifies us. But the drama, seen through the 
prism of the creator, the artist, ennobles our soul. And exactly there do 
I see the great meaning of... 

The inventor interrupted me: 

- Che, Juan, don’t spout idiocy! I repeat, I’m full of your dramas and 
tragedies and basta*! 

- Alright! I’m stopping, but tell me your drama. Maybe it’s more 
interesting than that of the various professional playwrights. 

- No, Juan, another time! Today is Sunday! Let’s have fun... 

But despite that after a significant pause he continues: 

- And what interesting thing is there in my life! From a child I was 
pushed around. In abundance I got only beatings and cussing out. I was 
poor and had to work. Then I fought long years with the misery. I won. 
And now, as you see, I’ve become the master!... And I push others 
around... 

He winked at me and slyly laughed: 

- Ha-hal... Is it so, Juan? 

And while I hesitated, he continued: 

- No. Even today I fight for freedom and for air. Before I was a 
woodworker and now I’m an inventor and have more means. But despite 
that I remain a man of labor. And today I work from morning to night! 
Do you know, Juan, that I work more than you, more than everyone. At 
night, when you, my workers, go home, I stay. I have to break my head 
over the calculations and the diagrams, because money is needed. A lot, 
a lot of money is needed. And not only for me, but also for you, the ones 
who have everything handed to them... 


*iBasta! (Spanish) - Enough! - Author’s note 
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I protested: 

- So the capitalists are the workers. And the people of hard labor - 
they have everything handed to them! Where is the logic here’... 

- Juan, you don’t understand me. The capitalists are the biggest 
suckers. I fight against them in particular. You know Mortimer Johnson. 
That is the man who works nothing yet participates in the earnings of the 
company and takes the lion’s share. That is a sucker. One of the wolves 
of modern society. But I will ruin him. I will strangle all the wolves... I will 
strangle them! Do you hear? And then the social revolution will come. 
Will come the anarchy, the free society of the laborers! There the 
inventor will be everything! Because he is the hardest laborer... 

I wanted to laugh at that naive Fordian anarchocapitalism. But I 
decided not to interrupt the wild ecstasy of the inventor. In that moment 
he looked like a great inquisitor. Like some monstrous and terrifying god, 
who in his image and likeness wants to reorder the world... 

- Do you hear, Juan? The inventor will be the mage of the future 
society! The ultimate priest in the temple of the machine-man|!... 

But here are the golden buttons of the driver. He has opened the 
door of the coupe and bows with his usual smile: 

- Senor, theater “San Martin”!... 

- Well, alright? - And we go towards the entrance. 

The inventor has an unusually celebratory look to him. He really does 
look like a priest from the temple of the Machine-Man... 


Wednesday, 16 August... 

Last night Montanas said a farewell to the clerks. He said that he was 
leaving the company out of his own volition. Who knows! Such posts 
aren't left of one’s own volition... 

Today came the new manager. A big man with a small moustache. 
It seems to me that he is only a few years older than me. His name is 
sefior Diaz. He acts very serious. Of course, that’s how he should be when 
he is gerente*. A new draftsman also came in, un muchacho argentino**. 
His name is Miguel, and his last name I couldn’t remember. One very 
mixed up name... 

At lunch don Ricardo had gotten terribly agitated. The anger of the 
inventor reaches sometimes madness. This time from it suffered the 
telephone girl. I didn’t believe that don Ricardo was capable of saying 
such vulgar things in front of a girl. But today I was assured that this 


*Gerente (Spanish) — manager — Author’s note 
**Un muchacho argentino (Spanish) — one Argentinian boy — Author’s note 
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previous woodworker is capable of anything. I felt bad for the poor 
telephone girl. 

In the evenings I read “Perversions of the sexual appetite”*. And 
instead making clear to myself the character of the inventor, for me this 
guy becomes yet more mysterious. Maybe I don’t know him well or 
maybe there is a thousand intermediate types, that Forel hasn’t 
documented in his book. That is one mystery that I need to solve or to 
break my head. 


Saturday, 19 August... 

This evening I rang continuously. At last came dona Peppa to open 
the gate for me. She apologized to me that she was with the kids. She 
was putting them to bed alone because today in the afternoon the maid 
had left her. She invited me into the dining room. We talked at length 
only about minor things. Then I wished her good night. Because it seems 
to me that it is dishonest for a man to stay up late into the night with a 
married woman. And mainly, that I’ve started fearing this woman. Last 
night I dreamed her again. For me she has turned into the fairy of my 
dreams. A fairy of voluptuousness! It is enough to see her image in my 
dream, for me to pounce upon her like a starved beast. And she comes 
to me always undressed. Her wonderful eyes burn me up, and her excited 
white bosom maddens me... 

Yes, Iam afraid of the fairy of my voluptuousness. I am afraid of the 
wonderful eyes of dona Peppa. I can’t stand to be alone with her any 
longer. She tortures me. And I undress her with my thoughts... No, it’s 
better for me to stay in my little room. And to read Forel and Weininger'!... 


Sunday, 20 August... 
After the breakfast dona Peppa invited me to go to the nearby 
markets. I gladly agreed. Then I read for the whole morning. It seems to 
me that in Weininger’s elements A and B is found the real key of sexual 
perversions. 
Don Ricardo came back late for lunch, and at that greatly agitated. 
He was constantly cussing out some client. I could barely stand this 
oppressive atmosphere. But I stayed silent because I was sure even the 
smallest objection would cause an explosion. After lunch the inventor 
went out again, without telling anyone. I went out too because being 
alone with dona Peppa scares me. I wandered until late in the evening. I 


* A section from Chapter VIII of August Forel’s “The Sexual Question” — Translator’s 
note 
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wanted to dissipate my sorrow. In vain! When I rang dona Peppa came 
out to open the door for me: 

- Who is it? Ah, it’s you, Juan! 

This evening dona Peppa for the first time speaks to me informally. 

- Dios mio! How scared I was! Ricardo still hasn’t come back... 

- And why were you scared, senora? Isn’t Captain near your skirts? 

The big San Bernard dog really was wagging its tail next to her. But 
Captain was calm, because he and I are good friends. 

- That’s so, Juan. But still Iam a woman, and at that alone at home. 
The little ones have long fallen asleep... 

- Well aren’t you afraid of me, dona Peppa? 

I shake. She smiles. 

- Of you, Juan!... But why? 

I want to pounce on her. The same way as in my dreams. And to 
smother her in my arms. But some voice inside me_ whispers 
commandingly: 

- Juan, watch out! Do not abuse others’ hospitality! 

We go into the dining room. Dona Peppa collects from the table the 
opened book. She has surely left it there before she came to open the 
door for me. 

- Could I know what you’re reading, dona Peppa? 

- Here you are, Juan... - And she passes to me “The Three 
Musketeers”. — I read it only to kill my boredom. Ricardo is almost always 
late, and do you know how torturous it is to wait for your husband and 
owner!... 

- I know, dona Peppa, and I have always felt bad for you. I in your 
place wouldn’t put up with such a husband... 

- Oh, Juan, you don’t know don Ricardo. He is such a despot!... There 
is only one way out - divorce. Do you know, that I’ve thought a lot upon 
it in the last few years. And I can’t make up my mind... But maybe I will 
have to make up my mind... 

She goes silent. And her big dark eyes look at me so strangely. I’m 
silent too. But my thought, like a reptile, with a thousand revolting 
tentacles crawls along the body of dona Peppa and tears her clothes. I 
feel painful pleasure at the sight of the marble flesh... 

- What are you thinking, Juan? 

- Nothing, senora. It seems that don Ricardo won't be coming back 
soon. 
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A pause sets in again. The clock lazily and soundlessly swings its 
pendulum. So soundlessly, as if it’s in an airless space. The time is past 
ten. We both continue standing opposite one another. Both inexperienced 
and shy. I, the virginal man, and she, the mature woman. My blood beats 
in the temples. No, this is the most idiotic position, in which I could find 
myself... 

- Juan, you’re surely hungry? Should I give you food to have dinner? 

- No, senora. Thank you. I’ve already had dinner... And beyond that, 
it’s late now... Good night! 

I get up and leave. And dona Peppa sends me off with her big eyes. 
How much sorrow there is in them! 

In my little room I feel like a wild beast in a cage. I almost scream 
with rage: 

- She is mine! Mine!... I will need only to reach out and pluck the ripe 
fruit. Her lips are heavy with passion! Will I need to wait for her to reach 
out? Dona Peppa is a woman. And however much she may want me, she 
won't take the first crucial step. Juan, at last you need to understand! 
Forel says: “The woman is the passive element.” Well, alright! Then what 
are you waiting for? You really are a whole idiot... 

And strangely, despite that I don’t dare. But that isn’t vulgar fear. 
That is more likely a certain type of philistinism. My final ideas have not 
been able to free me in this area of certain prejudices. I know perfectly, 
that don Ricardo won't see anything. I am sure that dona Peppa won't 
resist in the slightest. I despite that I still can’t make myself do it. 
Something more, it seems to me, that I will never make up my mind 
about it... I am like a man who is dying of thirst. In front of him is a 
gorgeous vessel with crystal water. But that water is poisoned and he 
doesn’t dare put his lips to the vessel. Yes, that water is poisoned... And 
the woman that burns my flesh is also poisonous. She will poison not my 
body but my spirit. I am not in love with her. I’m sure I’m not in love 
with her. Can you really be in love with a woman and still desire the body 
of all beautiful women? And they are so many in the city of millions! I 
meet them along the wide avenidas, in the theaters, in the cinemas. I 
meet them at every step. Their name is legion... But on the other hand I 
love her. I love her, in the same way one can love a dear friend, a sister, 
even a mother. But it is so burdensome, so unbearably burdensome... 
Yes, here is my sorrow: to love, to desire and not to be in love with. I 
start to not understand what love is. But maybe that feeling exists only 
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in the minds of the poets. I agree that a man can be jealous over the one 
woman he desires. But to desire only her, when there are so many 
beautiful women! That I don’t understand. And love is precisely the 
limiting of our desire upon one object... Maybe that is true just for a short 
moment. And I agree that in a given moment you can desire a woman. 
But then in the next moment comes another, more beautiful than the 
first. Or maybe just more interesting, in the sexual sense of the word. 
Do you still continue to desire the first? But that is absurd! Then? If you’re 
hungry, nothing is capable of stopping you. Of course here the situation 
depends on the bread and the severity of the hunger. But in some 
situations there are also two stops on the side, that exert significant 
influence. First, the fear, that the given woman can have no desire 
towards you. And consequently for her not to kick you away. But if you 
are sure that the woman desires you? Then what will stop you? Here 
appears the second stop. God’s commandment: “Thou shalt not covet 
thy neighbor’s wife, or...” and so on. But for the one that has not coveted 
her, this commandment is without substance. And for the one, who has 
coveted her, no commandments can destroy that desire. It is 
independent of our will. In that case “do not covet!” means “do not take 
possession of”. Because even the greatest of saints covet, and their 
desire is monstrous... 

But today, like yesterday, God’s commandments are kept so little. 
The people, who call themselves Christians, the people, who fill God’s 
temple, they have always been mercantilists. And in vain Jesus Christ 
drove them from there. We will all need to become jesuses. And only 
then will the mercantilists disappear. But the temple will also disappear. 
God himself will disappear. Because people will become gods... But the 
comical thing is, that I, the atheist, who curses the heavens and God, 
started reciting “God’s commandments”. In actuality there is no 
contradiction here. I even now deny God, both the Christian and that of 
Tolstoy, I believe only in man, or more accurately in the overman. And 
still I have adopted one of the dogmas of Tolstoy, that to go with the 
woman of the one you love is swinish. There, at last, what stops me. One 
dogma, one principle! So close to the philistine moral and simultaneously 
so distant. But there is only formal similarity here. In his entity the 
philistine is a mercantilist and a hypocrite. He would steal, he would roll 
around with his neighbor’s wife, as long as people didn’t see him. He 
gives charity and goes to church only because he thinks that after dying 
he’ll go to heaven. What more repulsive materialism than that of the 
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believer!... And still too comical. I, who am for the rights of man, deny 
them to him. Because a third person would be affected. But so on the 
scene appears another principle - love. I am not in love with her. 
Therefore, I will commit a crime if I trick her. But does love really exist! 
And will I ever be able to love so, like the poets say? I doubt it... Then? 
Will I need to remain a virgin forever?... Then maybe prostitution, in the 
most expansive sense of the word, is the only way out. 

I was eleven years old, when I felt the fire of desire. I had fallen in 
love then (in reality that can’t be considered love) simultaneously with 
two beautiful teachers. My teachers in the first grade of junior high 
school*. Then I fell in love, again simultaneously, with four creatures of 
the wonderful sex. Let the moralists not be horrified! I tell the truth itself. 
Three of them were slightly older than me. And the fourth was a real 
young lady. Terribly fat. Equal in weight to the first three. And most 
importantly, all four had something that was their own. Something 
unusual that attracted me. I dreamed of them too often. And sometimes 
all four at once. And I caressed them all, because I liked them. That was 
the harem of my dreams. “Monstrous!” — will shout the hypocrites. Those 
are the desires of an oriental despot. And it seems to me that at least in 
that aspect man has always been an oriental. Of course, I judge based 
off of myself. Do others have some more concrete criteria? It seems to 
me that love doesn’t exist. And when the poets sing about it, I think, that 
they are not sincere. Maybe they are sincere only just for a moment. The 
brief moment of inspiration! Love is like the small spark that forms from 
the contact of two poles. And I would want for it to be: a roaring fire, 
bright like the sun... 

Right is Ramon when he calls me a saint. Is it possible for an atheist 
to be a saint? Why not! If he serves his ideal, like the monk serves his 
God. Both of them are mystics. People, to whom the spirit is everything. 
People, who want to reorder the world on the basis of their dreams. No, 
it’s not true!... I more so look like a little moth, that flies around the lamp. 
And at last, blinded by its light, it falls in the flame and burns up. I can’t 
anymore! Tonight I wrote so much. I made a thin analysis of my feelings. 
And I understood that I’m a man, but I want to be a saint. Will I achieve 
it? If she takes the first step, I am lost. Or more correctly, I am saved! 
But women are always passive... 


*Junior high school - first grade of junior high school when the book was written 
would now be considered fifth grade, or first year of middle school in the modern 
Bulgarian school system - Translator’s note 
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Thursday, 24 August... 

The new draftsman Miguel is a big boxer. In parentheses said, all 
Argentineans are so. Alfonso likes that. Miguel has already started giving 
him lessons in boxing. Of course, that happens during the free time from 
12 to 2 when there is nobody in the office. But for some days they’ve 
taken to the young ladies in the office. In that number is also Rosita. 
During the day they toss them too-flat jokes. And at night they follow 
them along the street. Miguel says that in this work “there is a score”. 
And Alfonso adds that it’s “worth the effort”! I warned them both not to 
mess with Rosita, because, even not being a boxer, I would break their 
noses. They promised. But who knows? Now they conspire in secret of 
me. I will need to warn Rosita too... 

The last few days I’m constantly thinking about dona Peppa. She is 
still with no servant. In truth, during the day a worker from the 
warehouse comes to help her. But he does only the hardest work. And 
everything else has been left up to her. And at that with two little 
children. In the evening, when I come back from work, she always invites 
me to talk. Sometimes in the dining room, sometimes in the kitchen. She 
is so kind and polite to me. But it seems that at the bottom of her soul 
has laid down a horrible sorrow. Sometimes this sorrow rises and peeks 
out from her big black eyes. Then I suffer along with this woman. 
Because I love her like a mother. And I feel such a respect towards her!... 
And still my thought, like a reptile with revolting tentacles, crawls along 
her figure. Undresses her, to feast on her marble flesh. That is the black 
cloud that overshadows our friendship. Maybe she too feels something 
similar. Maybe she too has her own dark thought. And that’s why her 
glances are so timid. In such moments she waits. Waits for the miracle! 
But I get up and say: 

- Good night, senora. It’s late now. Don Ricardo was late this evening 
too. 

Then I go back to my little room. I look at the naked women on the 
wall. And in every one of them I see dona Peppa in different poses. 
Really, what am I? A coward, an idiot, or a saint? Maybe the first, and 
the second, and the third. I feel like a beast in a cage. Suddenly it comes 
to my mind that all saints are beasts, put in the cages of their own ideas. 
Then I read into Forel or write in this stupid diary. And when the uneasy 
sleep smothers me in its arms, I see dona Peppa again. Eternally in that 
seductive pose that drives me crazy. And I dig in my iron fingers and tear 
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at her burning flesh... Still nothing wondrous! These are the visions of a 
virginal man and the wishes of a saint. Could they be anything different!... 


Sunday, 27 August... 

Yesterday I had a letter from home again. They were well and 
believed that I too was well. Yes. I will write to them that I feel wonderful. 
At least that doesn’t cost me much more, than writing the opposite! This 
morning I again went with dona Peppa to the markets. She didn’t have 
enough money so I had to lend her. She complained to me that don 
Ricardo was a terrible miser when it came to the household. That 
infuriated me. At lunch the inventor arrived along with Miguel, the new 
draftsman. At their appearance I felt something like jealousy. They got 
out of the automobile one not-so-large bitch, similar to a fox. Don Ricardo 
said that Alisa (the name of the bitch) would be temporarily the wife of 
the great Captain. Then he added: 

- Do not wait for me for lunch!... Goodbye... 

The coupe was waiting. The inventor and Miguel got in it again. Then 
the motor roared. Dona Peppa was watching wordlessly. But I saw how 
the black sorrow peeked out through her eyes... 

The lunch went by sorrowfully. The little ones were fussing 
constantly. It seemed to me that in this home never did the star of 
happiness even dawn... After the lunch I went out. I wandered like a 
madman. I went to a dansing*. Then to the cinema, and after that to a 
sweets shop. I thought about the “little ones”, bought chocolate and left. 
At home I found Adolfito and Clotildita still awake. I gave them the 
chocolate. They were both ecstatic. Children always love presents, 
however meaningless they are, if only they understand that they’re being 
given from the heart. Clotildita for the first time looked at me so tenderly. 
So, at last I had won her heart too. And dona Peppa, embarrassed and 
pleased, told me: 

- There was no need, Juan. They are so naughty... 

- No, senora, they'll be good... - Then I turned to them: - Right, kids? 

- Yes, Juan, we'll be good... 

- There! You see?... Good night, senoral... 

And I went back to my little box. The grateful looks of these children 
had given me a little joy. I wanted at least now not to overshadow this 
joy with the sorrow of the flesh. At least now the revolting tentacles of 
my thought do not crawl along the blinding nudity of dona Peppa! In 


*Dansing — a transliteration of the Bulgarian word for disco or club. — Translator’s 
note. 
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vain!... Her image chases me. I am so close to her! And then, what stops 
me?... These thoughts drive me crazy... 


Monday, 28 August... 

Last night I dreamed of dona Peppa again. This is starting to become 
disgusting. Only one moment before the great pleasure she is torn away 
from my iron fingers. I am like the one thirsty in the desert, who is dying 
just a few paces from the fresh oasis. But maybe that is a mirage... 

Don Ricardo is acting more and more rude towards me. Today in 
Rosita’s presence he called me a fool. It seems that this guy feels 
pleasure at insulting others. I can barely stand all of this. But one day I 
will blow up and the unwanted will happen. I need to get out! I 
understood it right at the beginning. But here I am today too with no 
willpower. As if the inventor has hypnotized me with his scary eyes... 


Sunday, 3 September... 

I would like to be just a friend to dona Peppa. And maybe I would 
have been able to be that, if I wasn’t a virginal man, and she a mature 
woman. I despite everything I struggle to swim against the current of 
my desire, because I know where its muddy waters would drag me... 

Dona Peppa is still without a servant. Today she complained to me 
again. A servant could be found very easily. But the inventor put it off 
for various reasons. Then she suddenly pounces on dofia Maria and dofia 
Clotilde: 

- But for his mother and for the other one he always finds two 
servants. 

Dona Peppa is upset with the inventor's relatives. I don’t know the 
reasons, but I think that she is correct. Maybe because she’s miserable. 
I am always on the side of the humiliated and offended. And still I don’t 
know how to comfort this poor woman... 

- Juan, I’m ashamed to admit to you, but you'll forgive me... 

She is agitated. I lower my gaze as not to disturb her. When nobody 
is looking at you, it’s easier for you to confess your pains. 

- Yes, I will need to admit that he treats me like a servant. And still 
I am his lawful wife. Once upon a time he loved me at least. That was so 
long ago. Then it was easier for me to bear his despotism... 

She went silent for a moment. It was hard for her to talk about such 
things. I felt it. But sometimes the pain is so great that a man has to 
shout: 
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- You don’t know don Ricardo. He is such an egoist. I don’t want to 
say that he is incapable. But that to us, women, doesn’t have much 
importance... And so, since he got rich, I noticed that he is ashamed of 
me. Maybe he is sorry that he married a simple girl... 

I protested: 

- No, dona Peppa! That can’t be! It’s more correct that you should 
be sorry that you’ve married such a person... 

- No, Juan, don’t say such things! Don Ricardo is an inventor. And 
then, why should I be angry with him! I know that wealth divides people. 
See, look at Mortimer Johnson for example, don Ricardo’s business 
partner. He has millions, many millions. But do you know that he too is 
divorced from his senora? 

- No, dona Peppa. I’m just now learning this... And why? 

- Why!... The old Johnson is a man without soul. And not only he is 
like that... All millionaires are wolves. The reason is the gold... - She went 
quiet. Then she added, as if talking to herself: - But maybe lady Johnson 
has done well that she’s asked for a divorce... 

A long pause set in. In vain I waited for it to be broken. Dona Peppa 
had bowed her head, thinking about God knows what. Using the silence, 
my brain worked feverishly. 

Yes, dona Peppa is right. Doubtlessly the gold is the reason for the 
feuds in this world. I didn’t expect to hear such thoughts from a woman 
that reads “The Three Musketeers”. But I was interested in something 
else. Had she herself not noticed the sexual perversions of her husband? 
Then why didn’t she allude to them? Or maybe she is embarrassed to 
talk about such things. I was almost ready to ask her a ton of pointless 
questions. But it came to my mind that others’ soul isn’t an inn for us to 
go in and out of as we please. So I needed to be cautious. Why should I 
knock, when the doors and covers will be closed. There are things and 
facts in the depths of the soul, about which our “me” knows nothing 
positively. They are only felt. They are like hidden springs, that push man 
towards actions, lacking in any reason and logic. But that is so for those 
that see the surface of things. And for the merciless analyzer every action 
has its reason... But dona Peppa interrupts my thinking: 

- Juan, what are you thinking about? It’s time for lunch. 

- Nothing, senora... 

And my thought goes down another slope. I see the inventor and the 
new draftsman Miguel. They are in Plaza Hotel or maybe in some separe. 
Don Ricardo is so friendly. He promises him mountains of gold. I’m seized 
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by jealousy! Why? No, that is not jealousy. It is more accurately fear, 
that I will be kicked away, before I’ve picked at the purulent wound. 
Before I’ve seen the inventor’s shameless dance. I want to see him naked 
and helpless and after that to kick him. I want to try out the strength of 
my “me”. But if he doesn’t humbly bow his head, I am ready to commit 
the crime! I am ready to go to prison... 

- Ey, Juan, why are you so gloomy today? 

I startle. I look at dona Peppa, and she continues: 

- That isn’t right... You'll be left hungry... 

I smile, without knowing why. I really had forgotten that I was at the 
dining table. Then I start to mechanically swallow my food. Suddenly my 
gaze stops on dona Peppa’s breasts. And the dark tentacles of my 
thought start to caress them, to squeeze them, and to tear them apart... 

The lunch is over. I am afraid to be left alone with dona Peppa any 
longer. I take my hat and my oilcloth and leave. I would like to go to 
Ramon and tell him everything. But something stops me. Could I reveal 
somebody else’s secrets without becoming a scoundrel? Then Ramon is 
so young... Fine! I will go to Alfonso. Surely Rafael will be there too. These 
boys with their box and movie roles really entertain me. Especially 
comical is Rafael with his horn glasses. A right Harold Lloyd! Poor kid! He 
still hasn’t given up his hope of making me a boxer. Oh! I would become 
one! Only under one condition: to break the ugly mugs of all the boxers 
and then after that to laugh in their faces. A wonderful idea! I am 
ecstatic... I want to laugh out loud... 

Here I am on “Alsina” N9... I ring. The door of the lobby opens: 

- Oh! Juan, it is you! 

- Good day, dona Clotilde. 

- Good day. If I’m being honest, I didn’t expect such a courtesy. At 
last you’ve remembered to visit... Come in! 

We enter the little hall. I ask about Alfonso. He, like never, together 
with dofia Maria and Ricardito has gone to the home of don Adolfo. Then 
dona Clotilde adds: 

- You likely wouldn’t have found me at home either, if I was a little 
better... 

- Well what is wrong, senora? 

- Nothing, Juan. My head hurts... 

- Then I will leave you alone... 

- No, on the contrary, you will stay!... 
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And she looks at me with an authoritative gaze. I lower my eyes. A 
pause sets in. Then: 

- Juan, you likely haven’t breakfasted?... 

- Gracias, dona Clotilde. I’ve just had lunch... 

- But it would be “barbarian” of you to refuse me. A cup of coffee 
with milk and a few media lunas won’t weigh your stomach down... 

- Alright, senora. For your pleasure I am ready to do something 
more... 

And in my head suddenly appears the thought-spider. It weaves its 
web. The senhora smiles. She answers me with some compliment. Then a 
new pause sets in. And both of us feel wholly uncomfortable. We are 
neither far enough away, nor close enough, to feel comfortable. Dona 
Clotilde ties to start a conversation. In vain. At last she rings. The maid 
with the white little cap enters: 

- What would you like, senora? 

- The breakfast!... For me and for Juan. 

- Right away, senora. 

The white little cap bows and leaves. A moment after that the 
breakfast is served. Suddenly dona Clotilde asks me a strange question 

- Juan, you'll tell me honestly! Which of the two is prettier: me, or 
dona Peppa? 

Her gaze was fixed on me. And while I was considering what to 
answer, she continued: 

- I know that I am uglier than dona Peppa. But that’s why Ricardito 
is prettier than her Adolfito. Isn’t that so?... 

That was just a trap. And, of course, I had to answer her: “Sefora, 
your beauty is so exceptional. It could be a real crime for a man to doubt 
it. Even to you yourself I wouldn't forgive for the said doubts, if your lips 
weren't so lush and if I... didn’t love you so passionately.” 

And I could have been more brief. Enough was just one “ah!”. One 
theatrical gesture and a bit more bravery. Alas! All that I knew well 
enough and I didn’t do it for the simple reason that I unable to lie. I felt 
the falsity of such a declaration. And still I had to answer something. Did 
I not desire her body! Eh, alright, a more idiotic answer nobody could 
ever find: 

- Senora, your question is so delicate that I cannot answer... 

Really her question was delicate. But my answer wasn’t at all. And 
dona Clotilde insisted on her own. She wanted at least an answer to the 
second part. That was whether Ricardito or the “little one” of dona Peppa 
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was prettier. I got completely confused. I sought the eyes of dona 
Clotilde, but in them some black curtain had fallen. The woman, that a 
little while ago could have given herself to me, had become proud and 
unassailable in her virtue... 

The breakfast was over. For me to stay longer would be torture for 
the both of us. I had to leave. I got up. She didn’t detain me. What would 
she use such an idiot for'!... 

Outside on the street I again felt my prior sorrow. I almost cried in 
rage. Now more than ever I hated and desired that woman. The rain that 
lazily fell upon me couldn’t put out my desire. I had reached Plaza del 
Congreso and was thoughtlessly looking at the Statue of freedom. Down 
along Avenida de Mayo shone the backs of the taxis like the waves of a 
wide river. Which way should I walk? It came to mind: the brothel or!... 
Had I really fallen so low? Yes, to go to those, who except their sorrow, 
misery, and sicknesses don’t own anything else. To go to the dolls made 
out of cardboard! No, no... At last I decided to go to the Bulgarian pub. I 
hadn’t gone there in so long. Maybe the sounds of the old broken street 
organ and the cussing of my fellow countrymen would lighten up my 
tortured soul. Maybe... 


Wednesday, 6 September... 

Three days I’ve been helping dona Peppa. In the morning I get up 
earlier, to light the fire in the kitchen. She, poor thing, is so grateful to 
me. This morning I had just gone into the kitchen, and I hear that 
somebody is ringing. I thought that there was someone at the street 
gate. I went to see. There’s nobody there! I went back and started to 
make the fire. But the bell doesn’t stop. I decided it was broken or devil 
knows what. And dona Peppa comes down too: 

- Senora, who is ringing? 

- Didn’t you understand that don Ricardo is ringing! 

- But why does he ring when he knows there’s nobody downstairs? 

The senora explains to me. Don Ricardo was calling her. Wanted hot 
water for shaving. Then she added: 

- He’s always been like this. Even years ago, when we slept together, 
in “cama de matrimonio”*, when he needed something, he never told me 
outright, but instead would ring. I would understand that he needed this 
or that, I would get up and only then would I ask him... 

- But that is pointed despotism!... - I interrupted her. 


*Cama de matrimonio (Spanish) — marital bed, bed for two people - Author’s note 
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And who knows what I would have told her if she wasn’t in a hurry. 
But she scoops water into the little porcelain pitcher and disappears. I 
leave the kitchen because the fire is already lit. And in my head burns 
with the wildest hatred towards this guy... 

During the whole day I thought about my relations with the inventor 
and with dona Peppa. At last I decided that it is impossible for me to go 
on like this. My nervous agitation had reached its furthest limit... And 
then that constant oscillating between two poles — dona Peppa and don 
Ricardo! Between the perverted and the healthy sexual need! I really 
start to seriously fear for my health. If I continue on like this, where will 
I go? At most behind the walls of the prison or in the insane asylum! 
Then?... I will need to talk to don Ricardo. But I feel that I won't have the 
bravery to tell him everything I’m thinking of. Alright! I will write to him 
then. I will reveal my soul to him. What of that, that the storm will rage 
even harder! Let it! Otherwise it is unthinkable for me to escape from the 
influence of this man. And so, it is decided: I will write to him tonight. I 
will cause the fight. I’ll tear off his mask by force. I'll irritate the wound. 
Let him shout! Let him rage! That way I'll more easily make my way into 
the depths of his soul... 


Saturday, 9 September... 

This happened on Thursday evening. And if I am still alive, that is 
because in the last moment the inventor got scared. Maybe in that 
moment my eyes scared him, darkened by the madness that suddenly 
seized me... 

I was hunched over the table and was writing. I was writing my 
confession. I had started with admiring words for the heart of the one 
who I had dared to call “dad”. But that was just the preamble. Then 
imperceptibly disappointment creeped, only to be exchanged for hatred 
and disdain... 

Hunched over the table, I was writing my confession. Inspiration had 
overtaken me. Never had my thoughts flowed so smoothly in the 
“language of the noble”*. I wrote in an almost perfect Spanish. The 
epithets and similes came ready from my head, as Pallas Athena did once 
come from the head of Zeus. Pursing my lips, wrinkling my forehead, I 
poured out my hatred. I had opened my wounds and there I dipped my 
quill... 

In that moment don Ricardo came in: 


*Castellano — means Spanish language, or the language of the noble — Author’s 
note 
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- Good evening, Juan! Where did you go? I started missing you. 

Then, when he noticed I was writing, continued: 

- Damn it!... Are you going to spend your whole life writing!... 

I wanted to blot and to put away what I had written. But before I 
could do that, the inventor was already peeking over my shoulder: 

- Ah! You’ve started writing in Spanish now. That’s good. Can I know 
what you’re writing? 

I got up: 

- Don Ricardo, it is too interesting, but only it is unfinished. When it’s 
ready, I will give it to you myself to read it... 

- No, Juan, I don’t have the patience. I want to read it now... - And 
he reached over to take the manuscript... 

I didn’t stop him. Wasn't I going to give it to him anyways. Really, I 
hadn’t finished my confession. There wasn’t written anything in it about 
his sexual perversions. But maybe that was better. Let him! And I sat on 
the bed, as I had asked don Ricardo to sit in the chair. 

And here we are, opposite one another. Both reading. He - my 
manuscript, and I - his pale face. That way I didn’t doubt that I would 
read the secret. 

The ecstatic prelude of my confession spilled a wide smile on the 
inventor’s face. I understood that it flattered his selfishness. He couldn’t 
restrain himself and when he shot a quick glance at me, in which shone 
the triumph of hypocrisy, said: 

- Juan, you have an excellent quill. 

I was pale and focused. I didn’t want to miss a single moment. The 
inventor started reading again. Dim shadows ran across his face. Those 
were the first of my disappointments. Then the shadows thickened. His 
face became serious. But still he couldn’t understand and read, quiet and 
focused. Suddenly his face darkened. The wild hatred from the 
manuscript went along invisible threads in his soul. The epithets and 
similes were like arrows that lodged themselves in the body of a 
monstrous beast. With each hit he trembled. And his face had twisted in 
the terrifying grimace of rage. A moment more and the inventor would 
explode. I stared at the nude female body that hung opposite me. I didn’t 
want him to understand that I was watching him. 

- I? Tam an egoist!... I look like Kaiser Wilhelm! And not only by my 
moustache, but by my soldier’s soul! I!... I, who have always wanted to 
hang that dirty Kaiser! Juan, you're a scoundrel! 
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I steadied my cold gaze against the lightning of his eyes. I felt strong 
and sat silent. 

- Juan, you’re a scoundrel! Do you hear’... 

- It’s possible, don Ricardo. But I ask you to read everything up to 
the end... 

The inventor smothered his rage. He understood that I bided my 
strength for the decisive moment. 

- Juan, that which you've written is so dirty. And I shouldn't have to 
read it. But some devilish curiosity has seized me. I want to know how 
far your treachery can go. - And he stuck his gaze into the manuscript 
again. 

His face had gone as pale as a dead man’s. Each line was like a giant 
hammer that fell with all its might upon him. He writhed under these 
horrific hits but continued to read. I felt some animalistic pleasure, mixed 
with terror, because I felt that in a bit the terrifying would happen. We 
had to grab each other by the throats... And the inventor’s gaze looked 
as if it quadrupled. The words of my confession had transformed into 
hieroglyphics. But he went on. On his forehead shone little drops of 
sweat. At last he finished. He raised his gaze. Our eyes met. We watched 
each other like enemies who measure up their strength... 

- Tear this up!... - and don Ricardo handed me my miserable 
confession. 

I left it on the table and calmly said to him: 

- I won't tear it up. But if you want, you can do that. 

- Tear it! I command you - he screamed. 

- I don’t want tol... 

My whole body shook. All of my energy had flown into my fingers. I 
felt them iron. One more moment and I would pounce on the inventor. 
And what was my gaze like? Likely the gaze of a madman, who imagines 
he strangles his enemy. Just a moment more and... But so the inventor’s 
hardness fractures into a thousand pieces... 

- Alright, if you don’t want to, I will tear it up... 

But he didn’t satisfy himself just with tearing up my confession. He 
gathered the pieces into a pile and lit them on fire... 

- You're a scoundrel, Juan! Do you hear? A scoundrel!... 

Don Ricardo growled like a mean dog. I couldn’t stay quiet any 
longer: 

- Why should I be a scoundrel? For that, that I don’t sit quiet before 
you, or for that, that I point out your mistakes? Don Ricardo, you are a 
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tyrant! And not only in your relations towards me, but even to your own 
wife... 

The inventor interrupted me, seized by wild jealousy: 

- Quiet, scoundrel! Don’t involve dona Peppa’s name. I forbid you 
from involving yourself in my family matters... 

- You yourself involved me and I can’t be quiet. I will let you stomp 
neither on me, nor on your wife, nor on whoever else... 

- Che, Juan! Do you know what you’re saying? What is dona Peppa 
to you for you to defend her? Did my wife make you do it? Is she your 
mistress?!... 

He screamed like one mad. But I wasn’t scared by his voice, instead 
by what he had said. He dared call doha Peppa my mistress. Didn’t he 
insult his own wife, who despite everything I respected too much. 

- Don Ricardo, don’t talk like that. If I defend dona Peppa that is 
because she is miserable. And because you are the reason for that... 

- Shut up, baby! You yourself admit that I’ve done you good. What 
more do you want from me? I could butcher the whole rest of the world. 
And still you'll have to be grateful to me. 

- No! And a thousand times no! Such a beast I can’t stand... 

We both looked like madmen. Like beasts, who are going to tear each 
other apart. In that moment I remembered the inventor’s browning. This 
man is capable of anything... I knew that he could pummel me and so I 
stalked him like a cat. At the first attempt to take out the revolver I would 
strangle him... 

- Juan, do you know, I should burst your skull, because you came to 
spy in my own home. And my life is a mystery and I won't let anybody 
peek in there... 

- I didn’t come, you brought me in. But you should know that I can’t 
live with a man whose past I don’t know. And mainly, watch out, don 
Ricardo! Watch out, because I won’t allow you so easily to burst my 
skull!... 

A torturous pause began. Then the inventor turned his back to me: 

- No, from such a man, that himself admits that he is two paces from 
prison, I shouldn’t have expected anything else... 

And he slammed the door with anger. Having already gone outside, 
don Ricardo added: 

- Good night, Juan! And... watch out! 

- May yours be better... 
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I stood up straight in the middle of the room. And an ironical smile 
had frozen on my face... 

After a short while the electricity in my room went out. Did that 
Andalusian brigand want to shoot me in the dark like a dog. I instinctively 
moved behind the door. Let him come in now! I spent a whole eternity 
in waiting. I had ceased my breathing in order to hear better. And my 
thought worked feverishly. Maybe he’s waiting for me to come out. In 
vain! I had decided not to leave tonight. At one time I heard on the upper 
floor the steps of a man who was pacing back and forth. I didn’t doubt 
that that was the inventor. Greatly agitated, he paced around, to calm 
himself down or because of who knows what... It was past midnight. I 
collapsed on my bed still dressed. And for a long time listened to the 
uneasy steps on the upper floor. I was thinking about don Ricardo’s 
browning. Then I've fallen asleep against my will... 

And I dream: 

Towards me advances dona Peppa. She is perfectly naked. Her 
marble body blinds me with its whiteness. And her tar-colored hair, 
perfumed with a strange aroma, makes me dizzy. I am ready to pounce 
on her. But suddenly the wonderful apparition disappears. In its place 
appears the barrel of a browning. I don’t see the hand that holds it but I 
feel that it is don Ricardo. Wrapped in the dark cloak of night, he stalks 
me. I stand on end. I open my mouth wide and scream an unhuman roar 
for help. But my voice is frozen. I’m mute. I am like a statue that depicts 
terror... Then the fairy of sleep massages my blind eyes and I awaken... 
It’s light out. I get up and go to light the fire in the kitchen. I don’t want 
to think about last night. And just as I strike a match, dona Peppa 
appears: 

- Juan, leave the fire! I'll light it... 

Her voice was harsh. I looked at her quizzically. And she continued: 

- I don’t want help from people who slander me so brutally. Do you 
not feel shame and guilt of your conscience for that, which you’ve said 
at my address last night... 

- Senora, you've been lied to... - and I choked in agitation. 

- No, Juan! Do not talk to me anymore! I ask you to leave. Leave the 
fire! I will light it myself... 

I cast one despairing glance upon her. But in her cold and motionless 
eyes I read my own sentence. This woman, like dona Clotilde, had 
wrapper herself in the impervious cape of her false virtue. 
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I left the kitchen quietly and wordlessly. Why should I justify my 
actions, when she didn’t want to listen to me! But maybe she really had 
been disgusted. But not by the lowly things I had done, instead by my 
virtue. Suddenly I understood. Did I need to read such a moral to a man 
sexually perverted! And then, this role of an idiot! Is friendship possible 
between a virginal man and a mature woman? For me to become the 
brother of dona Peppa! Truly comical! But maybe she had thought that I 
too was sexually perverted. What else could she think? Would she be 
able to understand this vile fight between the saint and the demon! 
Between the animal and the overman!... That thought terrified me. Then 
I felt wild disdain for the woman, that I respected so highly... 

- No, no! — I almost screamed in pain. — With women half-virginal, 
with women that pray to God, yet love the devil, I will never get along... 
Only with the snow-white virgin or with the great whore I could live, 
because I am a saint and a demon... 

That morning, around ten o’clock, when I was hunched over the 
diagrams, Rosita told me that the inventor called me into his office. I 
went right away. I knocked on the door and went in: 

- What do you want, don Ricardo? 

The inventor was standing with his back to me, bowed over his desk. 
He didn’t favor to look at me. Maybe he was afraid... 

- Listen, Juan!... Your staying in my home becomes impossible. That 
is why you will go to Rivadavia again. In your previous lodging. Right 
now you will find a car and move! Do you hear? Right now! Come on, get 
out of here!... Here is the key... 

When I rang at calle “Chile”, Clotildita came to open the door for me. 
Then Adolfito appeared too. When I told them that I would be leaving 
they both protested: 

- You won't be leaving, Juan!... You won’t!... We don’t allow youl... 

They had caught so strongly onto both of my legs that it was 
impossible for me to move. I had to convince them that I wasn’t leaving 
forever. 

- Yes, I will come again... I'll come again, as long as you love me... 

- We love you, Juan. 

I was embarrassed by this childish endearment. And the driver stood 
beside me and watched the scene with a kindly smile. At last the “little 
ones” let me take out my luggage. During that whole time dona Peppa 
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didn’t show herself even once, despite the fact that Clotildita went 
multiple times to tell her, that Juan wanted to leave... 

Now I am again at Rivadavia. I stay in my new lodgings and calmly 
think. That, which happened the night before last seems so distant to 
me. Another question tortures me. Why didn’t don Ricardo send me away 
forever? Am I irreplaceable at work. But despite my selfishness I will 
have to admit the opposite. Then what is the reason? Yes, still there 
needs to be a reason. Maybe I still continue to play the role of “friend”!... 
Maybe... Otherwise I can’t explain his mercy. After that for a long time I 
think what I should do. To leave him would be best. But I feel that even 
after the failure of my confession I can’t leave him... To me this man 
continues being a mystery. He even explicitly told me that he doesn't 
want anybody to reveal the secret of his soul. Well who would like to 
show his nakedness before the others, be it physical or spiritual. The 
passionate desire of Goethe comes to mind: to see a perfectly naked 
woman (I think that was in “Letters from Switzerland”). Still nothing 
unusual in that desire. It is so in many young people. But what would 
Goethe say about my wish - to see the soul in its nakedness! And not 
the simple and guileless soul of an ordinary person (and who knows if 
there are simple and guileless souls!), but instead the big and demonic 
soul of the inventor, the man with the terrifying eyes. I know that it is 
covered in wounds and purulence. And looks like the body of a leper. But 
I want to see it precisely for the purulence and wounds. I want to put my 
finger on them. And to open them to the point of pain!... 

Mad desire? Does it harmonize with the pure thoughts of my soul? I 
don’t know what the psychologists will say. But to me it seems that only 
a saint could have such mad desires. Ordinary people will understand 
neither the purity of hid thoughts, nor their wickedness. Maybe they will 
understand only one thing: that such a man is anormal. In a word, an 
idiot and nothing more! Surely dona Clotilde and dona Peppa have 
composed for themselves such an understanding of me. Human feelings 
are like waves. The higher the crests are, the scarier the low points 
between them. Or, let me express myself mathematically: the amplitude 
of the feelings in an “ideally-normal” person is equal to zero. He is just a 
“stump” or “blockhead”! And the bigger the amplitude of feelings in an 
individual, that much the latter is capable of rises and falls... That 
depends on the circumstances... 
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Sunday, 10 September... 

This morning I’ve slept until ten o’clock. When I woke up the sun had 
filled my room with brilliants. I had to close my eyes. So much shine... 
Then I jumped up and started humming a tango. After the sad thoughts 
and the rains had come a sunny day! Now I fully understood the delight 
of the ancient “Inca” with the big fiery ball. And I was ready to become 
and idolater. Because the god-sun is the only one, to which we, the sons 
of the earth, should bow. I didn’t cease humming the “tango”. Of course 
it wasn’t a tango but a hymn of light, with the rhythm of the barbarian 
dances. In it there was something: from the quick and nervous music of 
the black Africans*, from the hot blood of the creole girls and from the 
wonderful passion of the East. For the first time after such a long time I 
felt so happy. The reason was today’s wonderful day, and maybe also 
the thought that I had freed myself for some time from that dizzying 
circle of desire and ideas... 

I had a bath-shower. And after that I breakfasted with a piece of 
chocolate and “pan criollo”*. I was so happy. My soul sang (surely that 
would say a poet, but I will go even further!)... My body sang, all my 
limbs sang. And the tones had turned into harmonious movements. And 
I danced. I danced for the first time so spontaneously... The fiery gaze of 
the sun had awakened in me the Neolithic man... 

After lunch I went to Ramon’s. Mama Jesusa, like always, greeted 
me with tears in her eyes. Ramon is mad I’ve forgotten him. But that, of 
course, was just a pretense from him. That’s why, when I took his 
accusations seriously, he laughed. The portrait that I had gifted him was 
put into a nice walnut frame with a glass and the writing: “El redentor de 
Bulgaria!" 

- Do you know, Ramon, that if you call me with such loud names I 
won't come over anymore... 

My little friend was confused. Then he apologized to me. He didn’t at 
all have the intention to insult me. On the contrary, he sincerely thought 
that I was a remarkable man... Ramon was saying all of this so seriously 
that I couldn’t help but laugh. Then he gave me a copy of his just printed 
collection “Cuentos del arrabal”***, 

- Ah, you trickster, you’ve printed your short stories and you haven't 
said anything about it!... 


*TIn the original text this group of people were called by a very offensive racial slur. 
As with in chapter 1, it has been removed and replaced in this translation — 
Translator’s note 

**Pan criollo (Spanish) — little white bread buns — Author’s note 

***Cuentos del arrabal (Spanish) - “Tales from the suburbs” — Author’s note 
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The book was quite large. I opened it. On the first page stood “Al 
redentor de Bulgaria, from the author”. 

- What is this, Ramon? 

- That means that the book is for you. The topic is finished! We don’t 
have anything to argue about any more! 

Really we didn’t argue. I was once again assured in the warm feelings 
that Ramon feels for me. 


Tuesday, 12 September... 

Today I received two letters. One from the parents, and the other 
from the embassy in Sofia. They’ve returned my diploma with the needed 
official translation. Tonight, before leaving the office, I spoke with don 
Ricardo. I showed him the diploma and the translation. Then I asked him 
for permission to be absent tomorrow morning for an hour or two. I 
explained to him that I will need to go to high school “Solis”, so I could 
inform myself about the upcoming exams. The inventor's attitude, after 
what happened between us, is as if unchanged. But that is just 
outwardly. Deep in his soul reign distrust and hatred. To all my 
explanations he answered with a laconic “alright”. And at last he added: 

- But I will tell you again that you’re not cut out to be an architect. 

- We'll see, don Ricardo... - And I leave the inventor's office. 

Ramon really is a boy genius. I haven’t yet read all of his short 
stories, but that which I’ve read is plenty. What a style and what depth! 
I believe that the critique won’t pass him by in silence. It needs to scold 
him for the boldness with which he treats his plots, or to praise him. In 
either case, Ramon wins. For me he already is a writer with a great 
future... I’m afraid only of one thing. For the demagogy to ruin him. But 
in him, currently and despite everything, it is only a principle. And he 
continues being “the boy with the golden heart”, who adores his mama 
Jesusa. 


Wednesday, 13 September... 

At eight o’clock in the morning I was in front of the main entrance of 

high school “Solis”. A line of private cars. Here most students are the 

sons of millionaires. In America high school is considered a luxury. There 

can only study the ones who have excess time and money. Why would 

anybody else need it? Let them work in the factories and the offices! But 
if science is so dear to someone, there’s also evening schools... 
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I go to the secretary’s office. I am greeted by a clerk, a pureblooded 
criollo*. A little embarrassed, I tell him the reasons for my visit. He looks 
at me untrustingly. Only when he sees the official translation of my 
diploma does the wall of distrust break down. And he becomes polite: 

- Ah! So you are bachiller**? 

- Si, senior... 

Then the clerk gives me all the needed information. I get ready to 
leave. In that moment a driver comes in. He turns to the head secretary. 
I catch single phrases: 

- The back left tire... fifteen minutes delay... I ask... 

I leave. After me leaves the driver. He turns to an elegant young 
man who is smoking. 

- Che, Pepito, they allow it!... 

- They allowed it?... 

They both laugh. Then Pepito nervously tosses his cigarette. He puts 
it out with his foot and slowly goes to class. And the driver heads to the 
exit. I followed him, thinking about the fate of the millionaires. 

- Keep calm, Juan! - I whisper to myself. - Four subjects: big deal! 
A little effort and then let the sons of the millionaires come. They’re all 
scoundrels... 

I don’t doubt my success now. And full of such a quiet joy, I head to 
the office. 

Right away, today at lunch, I bought myself the needed textbooks 
from Libreria del colegio***. 


Sunday, 17 September... 

I read Ramon’s short stories. They’re wonderful. It truly would be a 
crime for me to not write a review about them. And then, Ramon wants 
me to write. Fine, there’s one opportunity! I will surprise him with my 
critique. I will name it “Personajes y siluetas”**** or something similar. 
Of course, the name isn’t that important. I feel that I have what to say. 
To me all the characters from his stories are all so kindred and so familiar. 
I know that pale girl from the smoky textile manufacture. It’s 
unimportant if her name is Conchita or Fraskita. I know that that girl is 
the only support for her weakened mother... I know also the raggedy 
newspaper boys, those little demons of the big city. I know, at last, also 


*Criollo (Spanish) — Creole — Author’s note 

**Bachiller (Spanish) — a person who has completed secondary education — 
Author’s note 

***]ibreria del colegio (Spanish) — a bookstore for college materials — Editor’s note 
****”"Personajes y siluetas” (Spanish) - “Characters and prototypes” — Editor’s 
note 
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that creature-mass, that inhabits the dirty suburbs on the two shores of 
Riachuelo. It is always hungry and always riotous. There the strikes turn 
into small revolutions. And then the workers tip over the trams like light 
toys. And the children throw rocks at the gendarmes and the blackcaps... 
I've always loved children. It seems that Ramon also doesn’t love them 
less. Well he himself is a kid, if a kid artist... Yes, I will definitely need to 
write a critique about these short stories. And when it is ready, only then 
will I go to Ramén’s. 

After lunch I went to the cinema. Incidentally I saw, upon entering 
the hall, Jorge Montes. I wanted to talk to him. But it was as if he 
intentionally turned his back to me. And then he fully hid himself in the 
crowd. After the ending of the show I in vain rushed to go sit at the exit. 
Despite my sharp sight I couldn’t see the mock-cousin of dona Peppa. 
Maybe he had left before me or... Did I just imagine it? No. He is so alive 
in front of me with his dark glasses and moustache a la Charlie Chaplin. 
But today he made a strange impression upon me. I had such a desire 
to speak with him. And now I missed him. I thought about going to the 
old Montes and asking him about his son. But another voice whispered 
to me: “That old man likely doesn’t know anything!” Then I thought to 
go to the main prefecture. A detective would find Jorge Montes’ tracks. 
And then the whole mystery would be unraveled... Yes, a capable 
detective. Two sharp eyes. And that magical button, hidden behind the 
lapel, that gives so much power’... 

I walked mechanically down the street without knowing where I was 
going. Then suddenly my honest word came to mind. Hadn’t I promised 
to the inventor to keep all of this a secret! And I almost shouted: 

- No, no!... In this situation I will be the only detective... 


Thursday, 21 September... 
Today a terrible scandal happened. Five train cars with building 
materials were sent, instead of down F.C.O., down F.C.C.A, to 
construction sites that don’t need it. The inventor was irate. He yelled at 
senior Diaz. But the manager justified himself. Then came the turn of 
Rosita, and finally mine. I don’t know why, but it seemed to me that don 
Ricardo was more restrained with the others. Maybe he was saving his 
malice so he could pour it out on me: 
- Juan, don’t make excuses! I know that you’re the one at fault. A 
fool like you couldn’t do otherwise... 
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I had long been appalled by the inventor’s manners. But still I replied 
to him very softly: 

- Iam not at fault, don Ricardo. But even if I was, I don’t understand 
why you should insult me... 

- Why should I not insult you when I’m right? Tell me then! — he 
screamed. - And not only will I insult you, I'll make you pay for the 
damages. Do you hear? I can’t bear losses, because you were stupid. 
This month it'll be taken out of your salary... 

And he didn’t stop with his vulgarities and cynicisms. I remained 
silent because I was afraid that if I spoke he would fire me. And I wanted 
to work at “Perez y Cia” more than ever. To be close to the inventor. 
Sooner or later the veil of mystery had to fall... 

But this evening the inventor was alone in his office and I spoke to 
him straight: 

- Listen, don Ricardo, if you think that I am a “fool” who brings only 
harm onto your enterprise, why don’t you fire me? But I do not want to 
have money taken out of my salary for compensation to the company. I 
am not your associate and so I can be involved neither in the losses, nor 
in the earnings. And mainly, don’t insult me in such a way in front of the 
others, because I won’t stand it anymore... Don’t think that I’m afraid of 
being fired! 

Don Ricardo laughed: 

- Juan, damn it, you still haven’t understood me. - And he 
endearingly tugged me by the ear. — Don’t you see that I love you! But 
I'll continue to scold you in front of the others. You are a big child and 
nothing more. As to the salary, don’t worry... 

I knew that it would happen this way. But still I warned him again: 

- Be careful, don Ricardo, especially in front of the others... 
Understand that I can’t bear your rudeness any longer... 

Then I left without waiting for him to answer. 


Wednesday, 23 September... 

I’m advancing too quickly in Argentinean geography. The exams will 
be in February. If I go at the same speed, I'll be ready way earlier in all 
subjects. That’s better. 

Engineer Lomas is an odd person. He had taken me under his 
patronage, and yet this morning he scolded me again! And in what a 
way! He called me a “Turk”! But after lunch he comes to me and with no 
preface just: 
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- Juan, I’m gifting you this... 

And he handed me a beautiful cigarette case. 

- But I don’t smoke, senor Lomas, why would I need it? 

- What why would you need it! Isn’t it enough that I’m gifting it to 
you?... 

I looked at him without understanding anything. 

- But I don’t need your cigarette case at all... 

- I know, Juan, that you’re angry at me for what happened in the 
morning and that’s why you don’t want to accept my gift... 

- If it’s so, I accept it. - And I smiled. 

- That’s how I want you, mi hijo*, give me your hand so we can 
reconcile... 

I extended my hand. He shook it firmly: 

- That’s how I want you, mii hijo... 

Then suddenly he remembered that he had work to do and he hurried 
to his office. Of course I understood from the beginning that Lomas isn’t 
a bad person. 

This evening I need to finish my note of critique about Ramon’s book. 
Otherwise I won’t go visit him tomorrow. 


Sunday, 24 September... 

I went to Raméon’s. He was left extremely pleased by my critique. 
With some minor corrections to the style he'll publish it in “El Pueblo”. 
But Ramon insists I publish it under my name, not with a pseudonym. I 
told him to publish the critique as it’s written. He agrees. But we'll see... 


Tuesday, 26 September... 

This evening don Ricardo handed me a letter: 

- Che, Juan, take it! Don’t think it was on purpose. I got fooled by 
the stamp. And what that I’ve opened it. As if I’ve read it! Your Bulgarians 
write so that ni el Cristo lo va a entender**. 

I didn’t object with anything. The letter was from Gosho. He was still 
working at the petrol wells in Comodoro Rivadavia. He now had some 
money. He was wondering what to do. Asked me if I would agree for us 
to go to Australia. I don’t know what to write to him. It would be best if 
I waited a little. It seems to me, that despite the outward calmness, my 
relations with the inventor get worse day by day. I haven't seen dona 
*Mi hijo (Spanish) - term of endearment, means “my boy” — Author's note 


**Ni el Cristo lo va a entender (Spanish) —- even Christ wouldn’t understand it - 
Author’s note 
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Peppa since I left calle “Chile”. As to dona Clotilde, she very much 
despises me from that memorable day when I acted so idiotically. And 
still I’m not an idiot... 


Saturday, 30 September... 

New scandal! At around four o’clock in the afternoon Rosita told me 
that don Ricardo called me into his office. He was really angry. After I 
knocked and nobody answered, I went in. Despite the fact that Rosita 
had warned me, I didn’t expect such lightning and thunder: 

- Juan, you’re an anarchist! Do you hear? Anarchist... 

I was stunned by that unexpected accusation. And the inventor was 
irate. And instead of giving me time to answer, he continued roaring: 

- You’re an anarchist and sooner or later will find yourself in jail! 
Watch out, because in Buenos Aires they don’t bear anarchists, and 
foreigners even less... Now I understand your frequent visits to Pineyro. 
That nest of the ragamuffins and rebels, that cause all the strikes and 
messes. You conspire with them. You want to organize a revolution... 

- But, don Ricardo... 

- Shut up! You’re an anarchist! I can’t have such people working for 
me... 

I got angry. I started shouting. Otherwise it was impossible to make 
any headway: 

- But, damn it, where do you know all of this?... And then I’ve never 
told you that I’m an anarchist. On the contrary, you were the one who 
was bragging with his anarchism. Why then are you shouting?... 

The inventor fell into difficulty: 

- That’s true, Juan. But still you’re an anarchist. Your actions speak 
to it. Look, for example, at the other clerks. They all unequivocally obey 
my will. Only you, the eternal rebel, don’t stop... Something more, you 
tried to turn my own wife against me. But despite everything I love you 
because you’re a good boy... And if I tell you that you’re an anarchist it’s 
because I want to protect you. Even more you're a foreigner and when 
they catch you in such propaganda... 

- But I don’t understand anything!... What propaganda is there 
here?... 

- Just now you'll find out - and he handed me a letter. — But I tell 
you again, stand clear from your friends in Pineyro!... 

I still didn’t understand. On the envelope there was a stamp of five 
centavos. Then I noticed it was unsealed. “He’s read it”, I thought and 
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feverishly unfolded the little paper. The letter was very short: “Juan, I 
published the article with your own name. Come as soon as you can. Viva 
el redentor de Bulgaria! Yours Ramon.” I started laughing. That boy truly 
was a genius demagogue. Then I turned to the inventor with the following 
words: 

- First, don Ricardo, I protest because you open my private 
correspondence. And, second: all of this shouting is unnecessary. 
Because this letter, despite its loud phrases, is entirely innocent. The 
article, which is mentioned, is a literary critique, and not some call for 
rebellion. And you have tortured your imagination in vain... 

- Juan, I ask for forgiveness. Don’t think that I’m spying on you. I 
opened the letter entirely on accident... As for the critique, I want to see 
it. 

- Alright, don Ricardo... 

And I left the inventor's office greatly agitated. I understood that this 
man was spying on me. Aren't I doing the same in regards to him! 


Monday, 2 October... 

Yesterday I went to Ramon’s. I told him the story with his letter. Of 
course, without going into my relations with the inventor. Ramon laughed 
terribly much. I warned him to be more careful with his letters going 
forward. Especially when he’s going to address them to “Perez y Cia”. 
Then we talked at length and at width about his stories “Cuentos del 
arrabal”. Ramon has big plans. But he’s still mad at me because I don’t 
write. In vain I tried to prove the contrary to him: 

- Listen, Ramon, to me life is more important than art. Only life is 
the true reality. And I want to be a living person, not a cardboard 
character from the pages of some modern writer. 

- You think, Juan, that a big writer’s characters are just paper. Not 
at all. The real writer is a multifaceted person. Author of characters, he 
himself is a character in life. His quill is deadlier than the best knight’s 
rapier... 

- Maybe it’s so. But in me the desire for movement, for life is so great 
that I feel incapable of art on paper. 

- There is no art on paper, Juan. There’s only art and nothing more!... 

- I don’t want to argue. Maybe later... when I tire of life. When I start 
to look upon the world through the glasses of the artist and thinker... Yes, 
later, if life spares me, then I will think about art... 

A pause occurs. Then Ramon does a tragic gesture: 
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- You’re crazy, Juan! You waste your treasures with the generous 
hand of an Indian maharaja. But watch out, Juan, because one day you 
could wake up even poorer than the poorest man... 

- Don’t worry, my friend. Nobody is capable of taking away my 
fairytale treasures except death. And I’m not afraid of it. It will come one 
day anyways. And we will need to greet it calmly and with dignity. My 
philosophy is: to be a poet in life. To me the writer is the symbol of 
brotherhood, freedom, and beauty. And still in him there is something 
academic. It seems that he is too scared of life, of fire... I don’t know if 
you understand me well! And because of that I want to be the living 
word, not a writer. I want to be a prophet. To be an overman! But not 
that comical little creature of Nietzsche's. It is so pathetic and so lowly, 
because in its chest the flame of love has gone out... 

Ramon was silent and I continued: 

- Don’t you think that I’ve already become a prophet or an overman. 
Not at all. That is just the desire to the unattainable in life. Desire, that 
everyone feels. But for the majority of people it is quenched with beer or 
at most with champagne... And maybe there are no exceptions. Maybe 
people are only poets on paper. Only in their fantasies, but not in life... 
Still I want to check. I want to do the impossible and if it’s necessary, let 
me break my head... 

A pause occurred again. Then came in mama Jesusa and we lost the 
thread of our conversation. 

Today I gave the critique to don Ricardo. He looked at it just barely, 
frowned, and concluded: 

- But I still tell you to steer clear of those in Pineyro. They’re whole 
scoundrels. 


Friday, 6 October... 
This morning, we had just started working, Rosita was called to the 
phone. Suddenly she screamed. I understood that her “papa” must have 
passed away. Not long ago she had told me that he was very ill and that 
they had moved him to a clinic. After a short while came Rosita with teary 
eyes, ready to go. She told us the sad news and left. And Miguel and 
Alfonso, like true oafs, started to imitate her crying. I got angry and 
ordered them to shut up. 
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Monday, 9 October... 

Today Rosita came in wearing all black. How pretty she is! I went 
over to her to say a few words of comfort. She confessed to me that she 
felt really terrible, because she prayed to God for her “papa” to die: 

- Oh! Juan, I was crazed. We all did really suffer, but at least we were 
together. But today?... Today Anita and I are left alone! How ugly it is! 
You’ve gotten used to a person. It seems to you that you’ve lived with 
him from the beginning of the world. And then death comes. He isn’t here 
anymore. Up until yesterday he was a person, and today is nothing, 
nothing at all... How disgusting all of it is! Do you know, Juan, that I am 
terribly scared of death... 

I tried to console her. But Rosita constantly repeated: 

- No, Iam terribly scared... Very terribly... You, Juan, have never seen 
up close how ugly death is... 

- And still you will need to make peace and not think about it... 

Then I walked away because sefor Diaz was looking at me in 
absolutely the wrong way. Who knows what the manager was 
imagining|... 


Thursday, 12 October... 

El dia de la raza! Yes, day of the race, the Spanish race! A great day, 
on which many years ago Columbus, the hero of this race, had found the 
new world. A really magnificent day, worthy for a celebration of a race. 

Buenos Aires, like always, rejoices. Avenida de Mayo is a sea of 
people. The troops of the garrison walk along in a ceremonial march. 
Cavalry, infantry, artillery, navy. Drums, trumpets, and musics. Pikes, 
helmets, armors, sabers, riffles, and cannons. Dios mio, what cannons! 
The earth shakes! But who will the proud Argentineans fight? Around 
them are only their brothers. One language, one race. Really, who will 
these devils fight? The flag goes by, someone shouts “hats off”. And 
another adds “and the caps too!”. Many reluctantly take off their caps. 
Then again musics, again trumpets and drums! An endless cavalcade, 
bound in steel and copper. 

Never had I suspected that there could be so many troops in Buenos 
Aires. The day of the race has turned into the day of militarism. 
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Tuesday, 17 October... 

Don Ricardo is unbearable. Today we argued again. I had gone to 
the warehouse to take inventory of the materials. Right at six o’clock I 
let the workers leave, even though we hadn’t finished taking inventory. 
The inventor, who had incidentally come into the warehouse, got horribly 
angry. I had let the workers leave, without having gotten any work done. 
I objected to him that an eight-hour work day exists. Don Ricardo boiled: 

- I don’t recognize any eight-hour work days! Before all, the 
inventory check should have been finished... 

- But, don Ricardo, that is their right... 

- Listen, kid, I haven’t set you up to defend their rights... I pay you 
to defend my interests... 

- And still I’ve been a worker and know... 

- You don’t know anything! And I've always told you that you’re an 
idiot!... Do you hear?... 

There was nobody in the warehouse and the inventor had let his 
anger run wild. I had to interrupt him: 

- Don Ricardo, your rudeness isn’t pleasant to me at all... - And I left, 
because I had no more work left to do in the warehouse. 

In the evening, when I went to report in his office, he started 
lecturing me. His language was so sweet that in some spots it started 
becoming bitter. He didn’t want labor from me at all. There were workers 
for that. I had only to watch over them. And to be as strict as possible. 
Only then did those idlers do work. But I was doing exactly the opposite. 
And that was the reason the inventory wasn’t done. In the end all of this 
was a minor deal. The bad was elsewhere. I was way too angry at him. 
Really, and he had been a bit rude. But what was he to do! I as the 
younger, and at that subordinate, had to bear with him. Even more that 
he always loved me... At last he concluded: 

- Is that little, Juan? As to the vulgarities, you'll have to bear it. I am 
un genio fuerte*. 

My answer was full of irony. He didn’t like that. 

- You’re a thick skull and nothing more. But I will break it!... 

The inventor has truly become unbearable. But it seems to me that 
my behavior isn’t any better. And if we still bear with each other that’s 
because we can’t live without each other. He himself admitted that he 
still loves me. I believe that. But I hate him so much that I can’t leave 


*Un genio fuerte (Spanish) - unwavering, firm, unrelenting — Author’s note 
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him before I’ve opened the wound. Before I’ve humiliated him... We are 
like two moths who circle around the flame of a monstrous desire... 


Sunday, 22 October... 

I was just having yellow cheese and pan criollo for breakfast when 
the inventor came. I was unpleasantly surprised. I didn’t expect him and 
I didn’t understand what drew him here. 

- Good day, Juan! Are you only now breakfasting? 

I answered him with an affirmative nod of the head. Don Ricardo 
looked around, then added: 

- You've set yourself up nicely. At least now you must be satisfied... 

- Yes... why? 

A torturous pause set in. Suddenly I understood that the inventor 
has something important to tell me. But it was as if he didn’t know where 
to start. He was pacing back and forth and diligently avoiding my eyes. 
At last he stopped: 

- Listen, Juan... I believe you haven’t forgotten the senora’s cousin. 
Of course not the cousin but that boy... Didn’t I tell you that he’s the son 
of my lawyer Montes. So I want to remind you about Jorge Montes. You 
know him, right?... 

And he looked at me challengingly. I was trying hard to be calm: 

- I know him, don Ricardo, why?... 

- Alright, then listen! That poor boy is sick and at that without means. 
I want to help him. You, Juan, needlessly accuse me of cruelty and 
egoism. In reality I love people... Here are a hundred pesos, you'll need 
to bring them to him in hospital “Rawson”. He’s there. You'll ask only for 
the number of the room and the bed. Yes! The numbers and nothing 
more... Remember them well! 

Then he lowered his voice and somewhat mysteriously added: 

- You know... He is under a different name. It is uncomfortable for 
me to visit him. Give him the money and tell him it’s from me... Juan, I 
depend on you to do this thing right. Alright, I’m in a hurry. You go right 
away today after lunch. They accept visitations from three to five o’clock. 
Goodbye. 

- Goodbye, don Ricardo. 

And I shook the hand extended for a farewell. Then I walked him to 
the street gate. The inventor got into the coupe. He nodded his head to 
me once more and disappeared. The whole morning I thought about my 
upcoming meeting with Jorge Montes. At last this strange man was in my 
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hands. Maybe it would help me to untangle the threads of the mystery. 
Maybe... 

After lunch, on the way to the hospital, I had devolved into a feverish 
condition. I started sweating in the underground railway. And in the tram 
I was suddenly seized by fear. Then I felt sick from that ceaseless 
swaying and jumping. The trams never ran like that before! And these 
revolting grandmas and women, who get on and off for whole eternities! 
I burn up from impatience. Finally, hospital “Rawson”! The time is only 
three o’clock! I wonder how I’ve gotten here so quickly. The crowd of 
visitors climbs the wide steps in the park. Grandmas and kids, old and 
young women. Both pretty and ugly. Both ragged and elegantly dressed. 
I sneak into the garden behind the lobby. A strange calmness washes 
over me. Around me walk kindhearted nurses and servants in white. And 
the sickly people with yellowed faces and black robes walk around like 
apparitions in Aesculapius’ kingdom. I haven’t been here in such a long 
time, maybe never... How pale seem the rays of the sun, and the flowers, 
and the lawn! As if they too suffer from the sorrows that have taken up 
residence in these buildings... A worker quickly passes by me. 

- Please, senor, where is room N¢&... 

- Room N¢&... this way!... - and he gives me directions. 

I thank him and move on. I go into the large building on the left. I 
climb the large stairs of three floors. Here is room N¢@... I enter. Then I 
check with a quick glance the numbers of the beds. Most of the sick are 
in their places. Ah! So the one that’s curled into a ball and gasping in 
pain is Jorge. I get close to his head and gently tap him on the shoulder. 
He lifts the blanket and fixes his muddled gaze on me. Is that Jorge! I 
can barely recognize him by the pretty moustache a la Charlie Chaplin. 

- Is it you, Juan? — he moaned. 

- Yes, it’s me... Don Ricardo sent me... 

- I know, I know... - Jorge interrupts me. 

- He gave me these hundred pesos for you... 

And I hand them to him. Jorge takes them, sticks them under his 
pillow and says a “gracias”. A silence sets in, interrupted by the moans 
and gasps of some of the sick. Jorge watches me with a muddled gaze. 
He can barely hold in his pains. I sit silently, unpleasantly surprised. Then 
I whisper: 

- What’s wrong? 

- I’ve messed up... the pains are killing me — he moans. 
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A pause sets in. In that moment a few young men rush towards 
Montes’ bed. 

- Che, Jorge, how are you? Salud, desgraciado!* Ey, look! Ho-hool... 

These “friends” acted as if they were entering some boliche**. They 
laughed, yelled. And one of them even shook the bed, surely to make 
Montes talk louder. Really the latter screamed: 

- Ey, desgraciado, don’t shake the bed because I’m dying of pain! —- 
Then he lowered his voice: - My eggs are so swollen that they'll burst. 

- Oho! Look at how he’s started screaming! 

And he continued to shake the bed. 

- You barbarian! — Jorge moaned and stuck a lively cussword on him. 

The others interjected: 

- Ey, caveman! Don’t shake the bed! It seems that your nasty snout 
doesn’t understand... 

- Che, Montes, did you know that “the white one” is winning... 

- To hell with “the white one”! And then don’t mention my name, 
because I’m here under a different one. 

- What! - several voices said at once. 

- Julio Sanchez from Corrientes, a scribe by trade... 

- Oho! Hello, Julio Sanchez!... How are you, Mr. scribe?... 

- Still you should have been present at the race the other day. “The 
white one” won. Beat all the “nags”. If you had only bet... 

- To hell with “the white one” and all race horses!... The doctor 
warned me that great complications could happen... 

- Eh, to hell with the doctor since you don’t want to listen about “the 
white one”. Pedro’s mare fell through again... 

I watched these “friends”. Those were people, who play constantly 
at the “lottery”, to win the “big prize”. Without them no horse race would 
take place. And when they went to the pubs, there were always scandals. 
It seemed that they had no intention of leaving soon. And they continued 
calmly their rude jokes. My situation was becoming delicate. The ample 
moment had been missed. I said a “goodbye” and left the senora’s 
“cousin”. 

I went slowly down the stairs. Then for a long time I sat on a bench 
in the garden, without being able to decide where to go. My thought was 
busy with Jorge Montes. There was no doubt that he was sick with a 
venereal disease. The room itself was meant for such sick people. And 
then that swelling of the eggs. What more obvious! Did don Ricardo not 
*iSalud, desgraciado! (Spanish) — Hello, you wretch! (familiar form of greeting) - 


Author’s note 
**Boliche (Spanish) — small pub — Author’s note 
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know this! But then why should he support him? Yes, then why does he 
support him? I have stopped believing in his philanthropism long ago. In 
vain the inventor was trying to suggest that to me this morning. I don’t 
at all believe in the humanity of those that exploit others. Then? However 
much I tried to run away from that question, it laid upon me. So don 
Ricardo was an accomplice and that’s why he’s helping Jorge Montes. I 
don’t doubt that this poor boy had been the inventor’s lover. The 
inventor's lover!... Didn’t he himself say, that he loves him. Well, alright. 
I can’t assume other love in this guy. How can a man, who to his own 
wife doesn’t entrust even ten pesos, give hundreds to a Jorge Montes... 
There was still something that that I couldn’t understand. How did he get 
infected? Is the inventor infected too! That I didn’t want to suppose, but 
it was as if there was no other way out... Who knows!... Then it suddenly 
came to my mind that I should visit the hospital once again. Yes, 
definitely once more!... I got up and headed for the entrance. A stream 
of people was coming down from the lobby. I mechanically tossed myself 
into a tram that was heading towards the center. Inside two pretty girls 
drew my attention. They were likely friends. They were constantly 
whispering something to themselves. And they were constantly laughing. 
How much passion and what shapes! If someone had asked me: “Which 
one do you prefer?”, I’d say “Both!” Then a strong thrust of the tram 
turned my thought: 

- Alright! - I whispered. - Next Sunday I will definitely need to visit 
him... 

- El alma que canta*... - someone roared above my very ear. - All 
popular tangos, just twenty centavos!... Senor, just twenty!... 

I startled. I looked towards the spot of the two friends. They had 
gotten off. Outside boomed the motors, the horses of the modern city. 
And the enraged roar of the sirens rang out... 


Monday, 23 October... 

The manager is a fun person. Today together with Lomas, in the 
latter’s office, they danced the new tango hipi hapi. I had stumbled in 
there completely incidentally. “Hay que verlos”**, the Argentineans say. 
Yes, one had to see them, to get a great laugh. Lomas, instead of looking 
at the sketch that I had brought, satisfied himself to give instructions on 
the new tango. And it really was graceful. But it had to be danced by 
people who understand. For example with some lady friend or something 


*El alma que canta (Spanish) - The soul that sings — Author’s note 
**Hay que verlos (Spanish) — You have to see them - Author’s note 
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similar. — And not with such a blockhead! - and he pointed to the 
manager. Senor Diaz protested: 

- Lomas, don’t insult, because you’re an even bigger blockhead... 

But they weren’t insulting each other at all and continued spinning. 
Hipi hapi had seized them fully. 

In that moment there was a knock on the door. Diaz and Lomas look 
at each other. They each make a bittersweet grimace, like it happens 
usually in the comedic films. Then everybody takes his own place. The 
manager starts reading into a project contract. And Lomas stands deep 
in thought looking at my sketch. Of course, all this happened in a single 
moment. 

- Eh, alright, what do you want, Juan?... 

I start to explain. There comes a knock at the door again. 

- Come in! — yells the head engineer. 

Rosita enters. 

- Ah! It’s you, young lady! I am at your service... 

Rosita reports. Some senora had come in, looking for don Ricardo. 
But because the inventor was absent, she had decided to report to the 
“mister head engineer”... 

- I can't see her in, senorita. I’m busy with the calculations of the 
foundations of a twenty-story building. And so, tell her, that the “mister” 
engineer is working on a grandiose project and is sorry that he couldn‘... 
Or better tell her that I’m not here... 

Rosita hesitates: 

- But, mister Lomas, the sefora is waiting)... 

- Listen, Rosita! Is the senora pretty? Then if she’s pretty and at that 
young... tell her that I will be right over... 

Rosita leaves embarrassed. Lomas says: 

- Che, viejos*, I'll need to go. Maybe it’s be necessary for me to take 
her around the construction sites and to show her up close the “Perez” 
system - and he leaves, winking slyly to the both of us. 

That is what the head engineer is like. When he finds some pretty 
client he leads her around with an automobile, to show her up close the 
“Perez” system and... “also some other privileges!” Of course, all of this 
is at the company’s expense. Don Ricardo is right to be angry at him... 
But today the youth is like that. Is sefor Diaz any better! I noticed that 
they praise one another to the inventor. And they do well! But when he’s 
gone, they dance hipi hapi... 


*iChe, viejos! (Spanish) — Ey, old boys! (familiar form of address) — Author’s note 
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Thursday, 26 October... 

Today Alfonso suffered terribly much. In some project contract, that 
he had copied on the typewriter, he put “roofing tiles”, and later “roofing 
paint”. It’s evident that he had made a mistake, poor thing. Of course, it 
came out, that he hadn’t made a mistake at all. He had just correctly 
copied that, which the manager had given him. But the inventor doesn’t 
want to hear any explanations. And he screams and screams. In the 
stream of words, that pours from his mouth like hot lava, two can clearly 
be made out: “Alfonso” and “idiot”. Poor Alfonso has bowed his head and 
stays silent. 

But I didn’t expect that don Ricardo would go that far. He slapped 
him a few times, in front of all the draftsmen. Alfonso couldn’t hold it in 
and started hiccupping. A downpour of tears, the result of a hurt 
selfishness, streamed down his sides, tears that burned him. Did he need 
to be beaten in front of all these unfamiliar people! And at that for such 
a small thing! Even more Alfonso is a big boy. Right at that age when 
others’ tyranny is the least accepted. I felt ashamed. I looked at the 
others’ faces. They all showed disgust and shame. But the inventor didn’t 
satisfy himself with only that. When he saw Alfonso’s tears, he foamed 
with rage: 

- Crybaby!... You cry that I’ve caressed you! Shut up! I don’t want 
such childishness! Out! Soon out! Go to the bathroom to wash yourself 
and come to me smiling in two minutes. Out! Do you hear? I’m expecting 
you in two minutes!... 

Alfonso left. After a little while he came back, if not smiling at least 
without tears. But even that wasn’t enough. He had to smile. I don’t know 
if such an artist could be found who could play a role like this well. I’m 
not talking about up on the stage, but in life. But the inventor insisted on 
what he had said. At last across Alfonso’s face danced a bitter grimace. 
That was the smile of the one humiliated. He almost started crying again. 

- That’s how I want you! Now kiss hand and beg for forgiveness! - 
don Ricardo shouted. 

Alfonso mumbled something. Then with disgust he kissed the hand 
that had slapped him. The others laughed at that tragicomedic scene. 
And I felt even worse... 

Before we left work, Alfonso complained to me. I understood that he 
wanted to justify himself, at least in my eyes. Don Ricardo was like that. 
He couldn’t stand others. A real barbarian. A few days ago, in hotel 
“Espanol”, he had broken his cane in the back of one of his clients. The 
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client was partying with champagne and beautiful women, but he wasn’t 
paying his debt. The inventor sees him and saz!... he hit him with his 
cane. It became a scandal. Then they arrested don Ricardo. But he paid 
the determined fine and they let him go. Now he continued carrying his 
broken cane, having put the two pieces together with a wide golden ring... 

- Have you, Juan, not noticed that ring? 

- No, Alfonso... 

- And he was terribly proud of his cane. Even bragged to abuelita... 

- What did she say? 

- Nothing, just kept repeating “Dios mio”! But do you know, Juan, 
that I can’t forgive my uncle Ricardo. He can beat people, but beating his 
nephew... 

- Why should he beat people? — I object. 

- No, I’m just saying... But he doesn’t know me. One day, when he is 
least expecting it, I'll break his ugly mug. And at that in front of all the 
clerks. Let them laugh at him. Does he not do the same! And then - 
chau! Me mando a mudar*. Don’t let him think that my blood is lowlier 
than his... 

A pause sets in. And while I think how to comfort this insulted boy, 
Alfonso goes on: 

- Juan, you’re against boxing, but you’re wrong. See, if I was a good 
boxer, I wouldn’t let my uncle slap me. I would immediately take up a 
defensive pose. And then one trompada**, another one... pim-pam... 
then another twol!... I would salt him good... 

I laughed: 

- Alfonso, you over exaggerate the power of boxing. I’m no boxer 
and still I wouldn’t let your uncle hit me... 

- That’s true, but you’re big and strong. Let him wait a year or two. 
Then we'll see. But I swear that I won’t forgive my uncle. 

- Don’t be mean, Alfonso. Don Ricardo is an anormal person. I know 
him better than you do. 

- No, Juan, I swear to you that I will repay him. I have the same 
blood too. Aren't I his sister’s son!... He’ll see, I swear to you... 

In that time don Adolfo, who brushes his clothes and nervously 
smokes his cigar, yells: 

- Alfonso, what are you shouting for, or do you want to get beaten 
again... 

Alfonso goes silent. 

- Juan, go get the stamps, I’m tired of waiting... 


*iChau! Me mando a mudar (Spanish) - Goobye, I’m leaving — Author’s note 
**Trompada (Spanish) - a fist blow - Author’s note 
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- I’m going, don Adolfo. 
That’s how today ended too. 


Sunday, 29 October... 

The whole morning I thought about my upcoming meeting with Jorge 
Montes. If only those friends don’t come today. Right at three o’clock in 
the afternoon I was in front of the hospital’s door. I climbed the stairs in 
a single breath. Alas! In vain... He was gone. I asked a worker tentatively 
about Julio Sanchez, scribe from Corrientes. He completely calmly 
replied, that he had passed away a few days ago. 

- What!... Passed away!... Julio Sanchez, scribe from Corrientes? Are 
you sure?... 

- Completely, senor. Is that the same one who was on bed N2@...? 

- Yes! Odd thing! Passed away! But he wasn’t so ill... 

- That I can’t say, senor. You will need to ask in the office... Are you 
a relative of the deceased? 

- No, I’m not... Just a friend and nothing more. Poor Julio!... 

Then I went down the stairs again. I was completely dizzy. Only that 
I didn’t expect. Has the sefora’s cousin, with his moustache a la Charlie 
Chaplin, really gone forever from this world! Can a person go so soon! 
Still, since that’s what the worker says, it must be so. Of course, why do 
I need Jorge Montes? I know the truth! Then? Did this wretch also need 
to tell it to me to dissipate my doubts? Because despite everything I have 
doubts. I doubt like Doubting Thomas. And I will need to put my finger 
in the wound in order to believe... 


Friday, 3 November... 

After lunch, at around four o’clock, don Ricardo called me into his 
office. His face had darkened like the sky before a storm. It didn’t 
forewarn anything good. 

- Good day, don Ricardo. You've called me for something... 

The inventor tossed me a piece of paper: 

- Read that! 

I took the paper. It was an illegible letter, scratched out with pencil. 
I could barely read the words, from which were spat out, one after the 
other, bigger and bigger cynicisms. I got bored of reading. I sought the 
author at the bottom and didn’t find him. It was anonymous. I couldn’t 
understand. 
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- Why do you give it to me, don Ricardo? This at least isn’t for me! - 
and I smiled. 

- Che, Juan, you’re shameless! You’ve written this letter, and now 
you ask mel... 

- But why would I have written it? 

- Why? Because you usually involve yourself with the writing of 
letters. And because you’re shameless! 

- Don Ricardo, don’t insult! If I write letters then I have always had 
the bravery to admit to being their author. That you know very well. Do 
you think me a coward! And then this letter is so idiotic and so vulgarly 
written that it’s comical for you to insist that I’ve written it... 

- You've written it! You’ve written it like that on purpose, so I 
wouldn't catch you... 

- Don Ricardo, don’t be silly. You have my honest word. Look at mel... 

And I moved my gaze bravely to meet the terrifying eyes of the 
inventor. We watched each other for around a minute. We were trying to 
mutually peer into the depths of our souls. Suddenly the inventor 
shouted: 

- Go to hell with your eyes! I don’t trust you anymore... I know that 
you spy on me. And I know that you've written this... Do you hear? You've 
written it!... - And he stomped his foot, ready to pounce on me: - Admit!... 

- If you think that I’m afraid to admit, you’re mistake! Alright, I admit 
it! I’m the author. And still this letter is too idiotic. I don’t understand 
why you’re worrying so much... 

I stood firm and unshakeable like a granite rock. For the first time I 
was so calm in front of the inventor’s scary eyes. Challengingly calm! 
That made me happy... 

- Get out of my sight! You’re the most shameless man and the 
biggest liar that I’ve ever seen... 

- As you wish, don Ricardo. — And I left triumphant. 

This night I seriously thought about quitting “Perez y Cia”. Fine! In 
that case I would need to ditch the architecture too. I feel that if I get 
out of here once, it'll be difficult for me to remain in Buenos Aires. I’ve 
gotten so fed up with this reinforced concrete city! And these dolls made 
of cardboard!... I’m so fed up with all of it!... And despite that I continue 
to stay, tied up with the invisible chains of the past... It would be best if 
I waved my hand to it all. And go amongst the beasts. Go into the Pampas 
or up north, in the forests of Chaco... That is one good idea... 
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Tuesday, 5 December... 

More than a month I haven't written anything in this diary. And what 
should I write! It’s always the same! The inventor is mean like his dog 
Captain. Don Ricardo’s eyes flood with blood when he sees me. And I 
can't stand his animalistic mug. It’s enough to see his moustache, twisted 
a la Kaiser Wilhelm, for my pulse to quicken and for me to shake like a 
paralytic. Is that hatred which we feel towards one another, or... I don’t 
know by what name it could be called. In one thing I’m certain: we’re 
unbearable to each other. And despite that we stand each other as much 
as we can. Neither does he send me away, nor do I leave him. And that 
means that we can’t be without each other. Maybe that is some invisible 
battle between our “me”s, that will need to go on until one of us plays all 
his trump cards... Maybe. But why is all this silent and cruel battle? I 
know that he has enough reasons for that. But what are mine? To kill 
him! I remember, I had sworn to kill the man who for the second time 
wants to play the role of a “benefactor”. I remember I had sworn it... Is 
it the thought of murder that holds me here! Comical! I know that I can’t 
be a killer. Can the one, who in his life hasn’t butchered a chicken, kill a 
man? Of course I’m a killer too. Years ago I killed... I killed for the first 
time in my life... a rooster. And at that completely innocently... 

I was still a child. In our garden roamed a bunch of hens. And among 
them was a magnificent black rooster. With a red comb and golden 
feathers on the tail. Then I was yet to understand the functions of a 
rooster. And because of that I was appalled by the fact that that he 
mounts the hens. Pecks at them and generally shows his dictatorial 
instincts. I’ve always been opposed to tyrants. I couldn’t stand also the 
arrogance of the rooster. I shooed several times. Then I swung with an 
empty palm. But his highness the rooster payed no attention to me. Then 
I ignited in noble rage, took a small pebble, and tossed it. I didn’t at all 
think that I could cause somebody’s death. But then the pebble went 
right into the rooster’s head. He rolled. Then kicked his feet a few times 
in the air and remained motionless. The hens gathered around him. They 
in confusion bowed their combs and heads. Even one colorful one, after 
long deliberations, hit him with her beak. In vain! The rooster stood stiff... 
Had I killed him? In that moment I didn’t understand clearly what I had 
done. Then I suddenly understood the cruel truth. I felt scared. In the 
garden there was no one but me and the widowed hens. They continued 
standing around the body of their master. Maybe they were mourning 
him... I ran away like a killer. And in the evening, when my mother was 
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talking about the dead rooster (she didn’t suspect that he was killed), 
my heart tore with pain. Still I didn’t say that I had killed him. I was 
afraid that they wouldn’t understand the motives of my crime. I wasn’t a 
vulgar killer... And then for a long time the black rooster with the golden 
feathers would visit me in my dreams. I was very scared of his sharp 
spurs. They were so giant that they transformed into swords. Into swords 
of Damocles, that hung over my childish head... In moments like these I 
begged the rooster for forgiveness... Maybe “the black one” has forgiven 
me... 

And so this evening for the first time do I confess to my only murder. 
But why did the murder of the black rooster come to my mind? Why? 
When I was thinking about murder in general... No, about don Ricardo’s 
murder. Comical! For me to kill a man! No, that I cannot do despite all 
oaths. And still, if he wants to take advantage, who knows whether I will 
strangle him in my defense or not. But he won’t dare... No, no, this is 
madness. Similar thoughts can lead me to prison. Am I not capable of 
breaking up forever with the inventor. Why do I need to peek into the 
secrets of others. Let me first permeate into the depths of my own soul. 
Let me cleanse it and let me get rid of the prejudices. Why should I drag 
myself after an anormal man. One sexually perverted! Just tomorrow I 
will tell him that I don’t want to work for him. But where will I go after 
that? Will I need to go to another company. Again to another Perez! No, 
I can’t stay any longer in this cold, reinforced concrete city. I can’t remain 
in any city on the earth. Because the cities are full of Perezes. They are 
full of perverted people. Then? Let me go into the plain! Let me go into 
the mountain! I have always dreamed of the healthy and natural life of 
man. But that isn’t enough. A certain solution will need to be found. 
Argentina is an endless land! In the north stretches the virgin forest of 
Chaco, and in the south the untamed Patagonia. There are so many 
agencies that give land for rent under various circumstances! I will need 
only to manage... And friends too will be found. See, Gosho wants to go 
to Australia! Why would he need Australia! Chaco is so close! Only 1500 
or 2000 kilometers away! There we could establish a free colony. Yes, a 
free colony! There is the salvation from the sickness of the cities! I will 
write to him right away tonight. I will write to Petyo in Bulgaria too, of 
course to him I could do so later... 

Here, in the Bulgarian pub, there are other great boys too. I will need 
to also talk to them. 
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Saturday, 30 December... 

This diary has for some time been completely useless to me. I had 
started it with the goal of systematizing my observations of the inventor. 
And I got so involved in the various psychoanalyses that I forgot my own 
soul. I forgot the goal with which I had come to America. To be, before 
everything, a free person and to live with my understandings and ideas. 
No compromises! On the chosen road until the end... I had forgotten... 
But now I again take up the road of perfection. It’s over with the inventor. 
This evening I told him that I’m leaving him. He stood like one shot. Then 
he laughed: 

- No, Juan! You won’t leave me. I know that you're joking. Right? 
Ha-ha!... I’ve been wanting to talk to you for a long time. Wait for me, 
we'll go to some café... 

I really couldn't resist the temptation. The inventor interested me 
way too much... 

We went to one of the big cafés on Avenida de Mayo. And there, ina 
corner, under the sounds of the orchestra, we talked a long, long time. 
Don Ricardo had become polite and generous, like in the first days of our 
relationship. He admitted that lately he had been acting too strictly and 
cruelly towards me. That was a mistake on his part. Even something 
more — acrime! Of course, I too wasn’t entirely a saint. My stubbornness 
had been simply unbearable. Despite everything he understood that I’m 
not to blame, and so there was nothing to forgive me for. My tears were 
the most obvious proof. And then, if he called me a “child”, he didn’t at 
all intend to insult me. On the contrary, there was something very 
beautiful in my naivety. As to that uncomfortable incident which was the 
reason for him to kick me out of his home, he was terribly sorry. That 
was a horrible insult. But he didn’t want revenge. He loved me too much. 
Otherwise he would have killed me. And maybe I was also right. He had 
even talked about that to dona Peppa. Only that in such a pointed form 
one shouldn’t talk, much less write. It was all down to the form. And 
namely in that was the difference between the cultured and the wild man. 
In me there was a lot of barbarity, that was making me unbearable. I 
couldn’t help myself. I protested. Don Ricardo apologized. He had no 
intention to insult me. He wanted to be only honest and nothing more. 
Didn’t I have the same desire! Odd why I was running from him. He 
definitely would make me his replacement. He was so tired. He wanted 
to undertake a long journey to Europe. He had wanted to see his 
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homeland again. To see once again the magical Saville, the most 
romantic city in the West... 

... Suddenly the enraged roar of the sirens bursts in from the outside. 
On the sunken in light avenida fly automobiles in four endless chains. 
And the wide sidewalks flow with dolls, mannequins, and cardboard 
figures — lowly imitations of human beings... 

- Saville! The most romantic city in the West! How strange that 
sounds!... But why are you telling me such things?... 

- What! Do you not agree to become my replacement? The only 
manager of the mighty “Perez y Cia”! Do you not know the monopoly 
that we handed over to a banking consortium in Uruguay? Today I no 
longer requite the millions of the old wolf Johnson. Today I am mightier 
than ever. I am the great inventor Ricardo Perez, who will build up the 
endless plains of La Plata with the houses of his own system. No, I will 
move over to North America. And to Australia too... I will conquer the 
world and destroy the wolves... 

He became silent. The orchestra started playing a tango, the nervous 
rhythm of which mixed in with the noise of the street... 

- Che, Juan, do you understand what I’m proposing to you’... 

- I understand, don Ricardo, and that’s why I don’t want it. Your will 
kills mine. I need to fight the overwhelming battle of my freedom. I can’t 
submit to a judge so rude and unappealable. Because you want me to 
speak openly, I will tell you that you are a tyrant, who I can’t stand 
anymore. I've decided to leave you... Maybe you have also understood 
that it is impossible for us to be together any longer... 

- You are a child... Child! And nothing more... Understand that in this 
world there are generals and soldiers. The one who doesn’t command 
will be commanded in turn. I don’t mean to tell you that you’re a lowly 
soldier... No, you’ve been promoted already to the position of second 
lieutenant. But agree with me, my dear, that until you become a general 
or a marshal, you will still need to submit... - and he laughed. 

- Basta, don Ricardo, I’m an antimilitarist... But tell me, where did 
your anarchism go? Why do you want to subjugate the people’... 

The inventor ignited: 

- You’re an idiot and you understand nothing. Or you intentionally 
pretend that you don’t understand. The above is just an example. In 
actuality I’m against the military too. But I’ve always thought that the 
weak must submit to the strong. It can’t be otherwise. Did you 
understand’... 
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He was briefly silent, then turned to the waiter: 

- Che, mozol... 

The waiter swayed like a saloon courtier. He put a stop to his 
movement with a bow. The inventor paid. The waiter bowed again. Then 
he danced under the sounds of the orchestra with his tray. We got up. 

- Listen, don Ricardo... If you think so, then I don’t consider myself 
weak. And I won't submit to anybody!... 

- Enough, cabeza dura*! It’s late, we'll discuss that another time... 

And he smiled so sweetly at me. Odd! Where had he hidden the big 
claws of his predatory nature! Then he gets into his coupe. A brief 
“goodbye”. And the downpour of automobiles drags him down the wide 
avenida... I stood for some time like one in a daze. Then I descended I 
to the underground railway. My thoughts flew like the electric train that 
I was on. No. They flew thousands, millions of times faster... 

I moved between America and Europe and back. I crossed the tropics 
and the equator. I flew towards the virgin forests of Chaco... I went down 
the wild shores of Patagonia and was carried through the endless 
Pampas. Then I talked with Gosho and a ton of friends and 
acquaintances. To go again down the inventor’s path. My thought was 
like Proteus. And I excitedly whispered the prayer of the future... 

.. The land has been found. The contract has already been made. 
The friends will get together soon. And the road to the future is open... 
The inventor’s attempts to keep me will be in vain... But will I leave him 
forever! Without humiliating him!... Will I never see dona Peppa again!... 
My heart shrivels up, ill. But I see the virgin wood. I see the land that 
awaits our hands... No! The road to the future is open. 

... And the electric train flies with dizzying speed. When it turns the 
passengers in the sardine tins dance foxtrot. My partner is a fat criollo 
with a giant violet nose — a whole blue tomato. Of course, except for his 
nose I see nothing else... 


Sunday, 31 December... 

This morning, around eight o’clock, the inventor came to my 
lodgings. So early! He must have wanted to see me before I went out. 
But I didn’t expect him at all. We had to do some rounds to the 
construction sites again. He insisted. I agreed at last! 

- Alright, don Ricardo, but know that today it the last day of my 
employment with you... 

- Enough!... We'll see... Just sooner... 


*Cabeza dura (Spanish) — thick head, blockhead — Author’s note 
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But there is something mysterious in the inventor’s voice. 

In five minutes I’m ready. We go out. In front of the street gate a 
luxurious taxi awaits us. It makes a strange impression upon me that 
don Ricardo has come with a rented car. Why?... 

We move with great speed along the smooth road. I’ve always loved 
the dizzying motion forward. It seems to me that only in moments like 
these I truly experience life... 

... Maybe that is so, because I’m of a dynamic nature... 

But don Ricardo interrupts my thoughts: 

- Che! Today we’re going to Moron... 

- To Moron... - I balk. 

- Are you afraid to go there’... 

Outside it’s a beautiful day. The sun caresses with its rays the earth. 
Around us fly white villas with giant colonnades and spacious halls. The 
parks look like decadent rugs, in a moment tossed by an invisible hand. 
I’m silent, given into the arms of the dizzying motion. The inventor closes 
the blue silken curtains of the windows. 

- Juan, I can’t stand this blinding light - he murmurs. 

I don’t reply. Still I feel uncomfortable. But don Ricardo is so kind. 
So fatherly kind. He jokes. Then he starts to tug me by the ear, to smooth 
down my curls. In one word, the eternal scene in the automobile! I feel 
unbearably ill. The inventor notices that: 

- Juan, why are you so sorrowful? 

- I’m thinking about my homeland, don Ricardo... 

- No. You’re probably thinking about your mistress. 

A pause occurs. In the inventor’s eyes little flames ignite. Little 
flames, that look like the wandering fires of the Pampas. Suddenly I feel 
how his hand slithers along my thigh. Then I feel a pinch. And again this 
revolting hand, like the gigantic tentacle of black thought! It continues 
to slither. I don’t doubt where it’s going. My whole body shakes. I 
understand that we’re a step away from the irreparable. Why not. If he 
wants it... The dread peeks through my eyes. I raise my gaze. Our gazes 
clutch each other. 

- What are you doing, don Ricardo? Why are you pinching me’... - 
And I remove his hand. 

The inventor laughs nervously: 

- Nothing. I wanted to feel the fabric of your pants. I’m sorry that I 
pinched you. Really, a gorgeous English fabric!... - And his hand started 
slithering again. — What softness... 
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I felt how my fingers turn into iron. Did I finally have to commit a 
crime! I caught his hand as if with pliers. The inventor called out in pain: 

- Che, barbaro*, careful, you'll break my wrist!... 

- You be careful! What are you looking for there? 

- You're such a child, Juan. Can’t I touch there. A woman would agree 
a thousand times easier to... And at that don’t forget that she is a 
woman... 

- Don Ricardo! - I screamed like a madman. - Watch out, don 
Ricardo! You know that I’m a man capable of going to prison... 

The inventor’s face became white as chalk. His eyes opened wide, at 
the bottom of which I saw my own insanity. But he didn’t yell. Maybe in 
that moment he had lost his voice. We both shook like yellowed leaves, 
swayed by a merciless wind. I let go of his hand. Then I opened the 
curtains on the windows. Silver light flooded into the coupe. The inventor 
had silently curled himself into a corner of the seat. He looked so ugly 
and so old. He had aged tens of years in a single moment. 

- But where are we going! Listen, don Ricardo. Tell the driver to turn 
the car around immediately. If not, then I will... 

(In the manuscript follows half a page, completely struck out in ink. 
And right after it, it’s evident that several pages of the notebook have 
been torn out.) 


Monday, 1 January... 

Today is New Year’s Day! I don’t want to think about the last year 
anymore. Yesterday I demolished the last bridge that tied me to the 
inventor. That’s exactly how it should have been. In front of me lays a 
bright future! Let me go that way without regrets, riding the winged steed 
of belief. The virgin forests of Chaco will welcome me in their arms... 

Before lunch I went to Ramon’s. I hadn’t seen him in so long. Mama 
Jesusa is angry that I don’t visit them. I had to tell her that I had an 
unusually heavy workload. And she was ready to ask me for forgiveness. 
Truly, how good is mama Jesusa! And when she left, I started speaking 
seriously to Ramon: 

- Listen, my friend, I’m leaving Buenos Aires. I’m leaving society 
because I can live no longer in this swamp. I don’t want to compromise 
any more. We'll establish a colony far in the north, in the forests of 
Chaco. And there, among the Indians and the wild beasts, we will live 
like free people. The land has already been found and it awaits our iron 
muscles... 


*iChe, barbaro! (Spanish) - Hey, you barbarian! - Author’s note 


$f tg 


That doesn’t surprise Ramon at all. He has long expected such a 
move from me. The idea wasn’t bad. He would even come visit the 
colony, to describe it. An extensive reportage to “La Montana” about “the 
first free colony”! Wonderful material for a journalist!... 

- But still, Juan - he concludes, - if you want to defeat the evil in the 
world you mustn’t run from the people. Iam a pessimist and don’t believe 
that the evil can be defeated. But if you believe, you will first need to 
defeat the “city-hydra”! The city of millions. To organize a person-mass. 
Yes, you will need to come among people. And I am sure that you will 
come back, sooner or later, to the city. You will come back when you find 
out the truth. Of course, there is no truth! I am a demagogue. And you 
shouldn’t believe a kid. Go! If nothing else, at least you will collect 
material for your future novels... 

And he gave me a friendly smile. 

- Ramon, you’re an idle babbler... 

And still his words affect me deeply. Maybe that kid is right. The one 
who wants to defeat evil must not run from the people. But do I have to 
stay in this swamp! No! Alea jacta est*. 

Then Ramon asked me not to say anything of my plans to mama 
Jesusa, as not to worry her. 

- Remember, Juan, that she loves you a lot! 

I promised. I said goodbye to the old woman, without telling her 
anything about my future departure. Ramon walked me to the corner. 
We shook hands firmly. He promised me to come to the train station. 


Wednesday, 3 January... 
Yesterday and today I didn’t go into work. I wrote a long letter to my 
parents. But it seems to me that they won’t understand anything of it. 
Can it even be fathomed why I’m leaving don Ricardo, when I’ve always 
bragged to them. And then to leave university and everything because 
of some chacra** with a questionable income! (I came up with that about 
the income just to comfort them.) No, that can’t be understood. They are 
so good and so honest. I love them and they love me, but despite that 
we don’t get along. Yes, we don’t get along. There is the great tragedy 
of the family. Fathers and children don’t get along! Turgenev quite 
correctly has understood and shown that in one of his novels. But what 
should I do? Will I need to sacrifice my identity to show them that I love 
them? No, that is impossible. It is outside my capabilities... Alea jacta 
est... 


*Alea jacta est (Latin) — The die is cast — Author’s note 
**Chacra (Spanish) — small homestead —- Author’s note 
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Epilogue 


Alea jacta est, says Julius Caesar at the crossing of Rubicon. That is 
also how the notes of Ivan Bistrov end. Maybe he had the feeling that he 
was going towards some new Rome. Towards the Metropolis of the 
Future... 

The reader is intrigued. He wants to know the ending. He is right. 
Every novel has an ending. Alea jacta est, in case I hadn’t learned 
anything more about Bistrov’s fate, would be the best ending to this 
novel. Simply: the die is cast, the jump into the unknown has been 
made... and nothing more! Can it be predicted what such a complicated 
person as Bistrov will do? But here chance comes to help me. And I will 
tell the reader how Bistrov’s notes came to be in my possession. And in 
general everything that will help to complete the portrait of the main 
character. 

As to the other characters, there isn’t much to say about them. Not 
long ago I conducted a little survey. They are alive and well. The inventor 
Ricardo Perez is the king of cheap construction. It seems that he 
continues living with his manias and vices. Dona Peppa has gotten 
divorced from him lot long ago. Now she has plenty of rent and maybe a 
lover too. Ramon Fernandez is one of the youngest and most promising 
Argentinean writers... And Rosita? Rosita will likely remain a clerk and an 
old maid... Harry Johnson plays poker and is a constant visitor to the 
horse races. When the old Johnson dies, Harry will eat his millions and 
starve to death... Dona Clotilde, the two cousins Rafael and Alfonso and 
everybody else is alive... Let the reader imagine what he likes... Only 
about Nikolas Stavridis I could learn nothing. Let me now continue the 
story about Ivan Bistrov... 

It was a few years ago. I found myself in Buenos Aires. The love for 
wandering, literature, and cosmopolitism had dragged me into one of the 
seven capitals of the world. Buenos Aires, the pearl of La Plata, the city 
of tango and beautiful women, had captivated me. During the day I 
worked around the factories and the docks of the harbor. And at night I 
was like a gigantic bewitched butterfly that flies around the bright adverts 
of the bars and dansings... 

One evening, like many other evenings, seized by nostalgia, I went 
into the Bulgarian pub on “25 de Mayo”. The completely accidentally I 
met Gosho. He had just returned from the forest of Chaco, entirely 
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burned by the rays of the tropical sun. He looked like an Indian (we truly 
can pass as anything: equally successfully both as Chinese and as 
Englishmen!) and he was terribly overjoyed when he saw me. We talked 
at length and at width. Or, more correctly, we jumped from topic to topic, 
like circus rope performers. At one time it was as if Gosho remembered 
something! 

- Wait for me, I'll go to my luggage. I want to show you something. 

And he disappeared, only to come back a little while later with two 
thick crumpled notebooks. 

- You're a writer — he continued. - Here, this could serve you for a 
novel. I read these notes and they made a strange impression upon me. 
Only the works of Dostoevsky have stunned me like that... 

- Eh, friend, maybe you're oversalting it! Who is this new 
Dostoevsky? Is it even you yourself? — And I laughed. 

That made an unpleasant impression upon Gosho. But he didn’t get 
angry and went on: 

- Well, alright, you and I have been friends from the first years of 
high school. I’ve considered you a just and intelligent man. But now I 
can’t understand why you're laughing so stupidly!... The person who 
wrote these notes is no longer among the living... 

The last words of my friend stunned me so that I didn’t know what 
to respond. A pause occurred. At last I came to my senses: 

- Yes, you're right, about the dead should be said either only good 
things or nothing... 

- But when it comes to Ivan Bistrov, the author of these notes, the 
above maxim doesn’t apply. About him one could bravely state the whole 
truth... 

I got ready to listen. But my companion sat silent, sunken into the 
smoke of his cigar. 

- Talk man, tell me the story!... 

- No, I won’t tell you anything. If you want, take these notes. Read 
them carefully. There you will find much more than what I could tell you. 
And then I believe that something could be done. Will I need to teach 
youl... 

I took the notebooks, greatly intrigued. And right that night, when I 
went to my lodgings, I started reading them as a joke. But the notes 
interested me so that I had to read them until the end. It had dawned 
when I was done. The factories of the southern suburbs were awakening 
with a roar. Those were the first signals at five o’clock... So Ivan Bistrov 
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had lived here. Some acute pain was constricting my heart. As if suddenly 
this stranger had become so close to me, so familiar. The cramped words 
in the crumpled notebooks had united us. Even his handwriting was so 
similar to my own... The factories continued to roar. And a thought, 
shriller than the factory whistles, tore through my mind. The thought that 
this unknown brother with a big and fiery heart is no longer among the 
living... 

Then I slipped on my work clothes and went out into the morning 
twilight. 

KK 


After two days I found Gosho in the pub again. He still hadn’t found 
a job. He was preparing to run out south. I convinced him not to. Then I 
didn’t wait for him to ask me about my impressions from Bistrov’s notes, 
and started myself: 

- I don’t know this man. But if it’s to be determined by the notes that 
he has left, he must have been an interesting person. You’re right when 
you say that they can be used for the writing of a novel. But they are so 
beautiful and original that all infringement upon them would only harm. 
I think to publish them like this, as they are... 

- No, my friend, I don’t agree for them to be shown in such a state, 
because they’re stolen. 

- What!... 

- Not in the real sense of the word. But still I have no formal 
permission from the author for their publishing. And I told you that he is 
deceased. And with the dead we must be exceedingly careful... They are 
defenseless. Let us leave them to rest. 

- Alright, I agree. But then why did you give me these notes’... 

- So you can use them, without compromising the one who has 
written them... 

- But, damn it, you don’t understand how these things happen in 
literature. There is no compromising here. If I told you that I would 
publish the notes as they are, that doesn’t mean that I will keep the real 
names of the characters. In that case, before their author protests, 
instead his partner would protest, that devilish inventor, I forgot his 
name... 

- Then?... 

- Yes, then we will need to put new names. And then who can claim 
that this isn’t all made up? Exactly like this, how these things happen in 
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the novels. But I won’t satisfy myself only with that, I will need to write 
a prologue or an epilogue, and done... 

- And the novel’s title?... 

- That is the last thing. There is something more important now. I 
will write a prologue or an epilogue. That is meaningless. But I know 
Bistrov so little. As much as the characters of someone else’s novel. Even 
less. Because that which you give me is no novel, only fragments. 
Magnificent fragments of a wonderful Chinese vase... 

- Damn it, why do you need to go all the way to China! Even without 
it we’re already so far from Bulgaria... 

- But that is just a simile... 

- At last let me talk... 

- Alright... 

- Bookman and babbler! Before you weren'’t like that. You wrote then 
too, but you spoke more coherently... 

- What can I do when all bookmen are babblers and posers? That’s a 
shared vice. An overly vulgar illness... 

Gosho laughs. I laugh too. Then we light cigars again. And around us 
are shouts and songs. The large automatic street organ from the corners 
plays so touchingly “Mozo, traiga otra copa”*... Makes you want to tear 
Up... 

- Boy, give us two bottles of beer. 

We drink. After a significant pause I continue: 

- Alright, to hell with pure literature. But tell me at least Bistrov’s 
biography. Or more correctly that, which you know about him. But here 
is such noise. Don’t you want us to go elsewhere’... 

- No. I’m fine here. But I won’t tell you his biography for the simple 
reason that I don’t know it. I will show you just some minor facts that 
made a significant impression on me. 

> KK 


I met him in this same pub three or four years ago. And maybe it 
was further back. I don’t remember exactly. I had sat down there, on 
that table in the corner, next to the street organ. Then it wasn’t so 
hoarse... 

- What? 

- I’m talking about the street organ. 

- Alright. 


“iMozo, traiga otra copa!” (Spanish) - “Boy, bring over one more cup!” — Editor’s 
note 
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- Then comes he and says to me: “Friend, all tables are occupied, 
could I sit with you?” And I replied to him: “You can, why not? I’m alone.” 
Then I glanced at him. He was big, slim, with dark brown hair. He had 
an open gaze and a tall forehead. In a single word, a real beauty. Yes, 
that was Ivan Bistrov. We met and in less than five minutes we were 
already friends. We spoke to each other informally. Of course abroad 
meetings between countrymen always go well. After that we saw each 
other, but not often. Because I lived at one end of the city and he at the 
other. Most times we met here, in the pub. He had come recently from 
Bulgaria with some almost religious ecstasy that in reality didn’t leave 
him until his very death. He believed, in his way and unshaking, in good. 
And he himself was its embodiment. A strange mix of tolstoyism, 
nietzscheanity, and anarchism. The anarchism of Bakunin and Kropotkin. 
We argued often about the class struggle and the class moral. He 
accepted the former, but not in its absolute entirety. And as to class 
moral he didn’t even allow a word to be said: “The moral of the proletariat 
is common to all people. It has outgrown classes and there is its great 
importance. And that exactly will lead to the destruction of the classes 
themselves” — he screamed. He was an irreparable enemy to Marxism 
and that angered me. But otherwise he was a perfect friend. And I don’t 
argue with my friends over utopias. Because in the social ideas, until they 
are put into practice, there is always a certain dose of utopism. Don’t you 
agree?... 

- I agree only to make you not theorize any more... 

- You're right. I’m not good at telling stories. I always go wrong with 
the ideas. And I should give you images, pictures... Do you know? 

- What? 

- Ivan Bistrov had some hidden sorrow. He had made such an 
impression upon me. But in his notes he talks better about such things. 
There is no reason I should repeat it. And then I am not a psychologist 
and don’t understand psychoanalysis at all... See, now I will tell you some 
things about which he says nothing. Wait! It was May first. The first May 
first after our meeting. We decided to go together to the manifestation 
in the center. What a manifestation! I won’t ever forget it. The gigantic 
Congressional Plaza was drenched in people. And more waves of 
ragamuffins were constantly coming in. Then the procession flowed like 
a wide river down Avenida de Mayo. Leaflets and papers, flyers and flags 
floated above this sea of heads. The police, powerless to stop such an 
enormous manifestation had satisfied themselves with blocking off the 
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nearby streets with a double cordon of cavalry. Le Marseillaise, The 
International, and “Hijos del pueblo”* tore the air. And tens of thousands 
throats roared ceaselessly: “Viva la _ revolucion§ social!”**, “Ja 
3QpaBcTByeT pyccKOoN peBontouito!“***,. Don’t think that those were 
Russians. No, there was all kinds: Italians, Spaniards, and white, and 
black, and yellow, in a word, from all the races of the earth. They had 
learned in Russian only: “Jja 3g4paBcTByeT pyccKou pesontouito!™ And with 
that call they tore the ears of the bourgeoisie, who had stuck themselves 
out of their windows and balconies of their apartments. Then the delight 
of the Russian revolution was in its apogee. We moved like little sticks, 
carried by a might water current. Ivan Bistrov was like one with fever. 
He roared until hoarse: “Viva la revolucion social!” and “Abajo la 
burguesia!”****, In actuality there were many enraged by the fever of 
the revolution. Mostly the Spaniards. But Ivan Bistrov had overtaken 
them too. From time to time he turned to me: “Ey, Gosho, why aren’t 
you yelling?” “I can’t any more, brother, I’ve gotten hoarse.” And he 
continued roaring, still so terrifying: viva!... and abajo!... On the balconies 
and windows the faces of the bourgeoisie are deathly pale and twisted 
with malice. Many are quiet, that’s how great their hatred is. Others, 
from the first balconies, toss out something insulting about the crowd. 
From down below they rage: “Cowards! Bourgeoisie, amarillos!*****... 
Come down on the street!” Up above they’re enraged too. They 
gesticulate, shout, cuss out the poor. But that is just mime and grimace, 
because their voices are smothered by the roar of the crowd. “What is 
this rage?” — I ask. “Don’t you see! This is the rage of the revolution” - 
replies Ivan Bistrov. “But why don’t the bourgeoisie at least leave the 
balconies and windows? That way everything would go much more 
quietly.” “Do you think that they can do that? They've gone out to see 
the poor. And now, when the latter scream “abajo la burguesia”, they no 
longer can go inside their apartments. And in them boils the same hatred. 
The precipice between the balconies and the street is in reality much 
bigger than you and I see it. And only the social revolution will fill it.” He 
spoke like a prophet. I will never forget his inspired face in that moment. 


*”"Hijos del pueblo” (Spanish) — a popular worker’s song in Argentina - Author’s 
note 

**”iViva la revoluciOn social!” (Spanish) - “Long live the social revolution!” - 
Author’s note 

***" Ta 30paBCTBYeT PpyCcKON peBontouito!™ (Russian) — “Long live the Russian 
revolution!” — Translator’s note 

****"| Abajo la burguesia!” (Spanish) — “Down with the bourgeoisie!” — Author’s 
note 

*****AMarillos (Spanish) — yellow (in the text it means yellowed) - Editor’s note 
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Then he suddenly shouted: “Viva la revolucion social!... Abajo la 


burguesia!”... Thousands, tens of thousands throats roared the same... 
> KK 


- But don’t think that Ivan Bistrov was an idle babbler. No, he was 
brave to the point of insanity. This happened another time. In 
Avellaneda, on the square in front of the police station there was a small 
meeting. The police had warned the speaker not to talk any more. In that 
moment we passed by. I, Ivan Bistrov, and two other friends. I offered 
for us to stop and to listen. Ivan protested that the meeting was 
forbidden. At that the listeners were few and that they would be chased 
away by the police. I laughed at him. “Alright — said he, - but I wasn’t 
taught to run from the police”... We stayed. But then half a squadron of 
cavalry guards charged at us. We all ran. Only Ivan Bistrov didn’t want 
to run. I saw how he tried to catch by the lead the gigantic black horse 
of one guard, who wanted to trample him. Still the horse hit him and he 
fell onto the paved street. I don’t know how he didn’t burst his brain. And 
the black horse jumped over him. He was passed over by the other 
cavalry too, who went after the fleeing groups. Bistrov had gotten away, 
by chance, with mild contusions in the chest and the right arm. Then I 
asked him: “Vanyo, why don’t you run?” And he answered me: “I can’t 
run. I wasn’t taught to run. Even if the worst of all devils is chasing me. 
I’m ashamed...” And that wasn’t a boast... 

.. Then we wandered through the Pampas, because both of us had 
gotten fed up with the reinforced concrete city. But we returned more 
torn up and poorer. Not every time around harvest and threshing can 
one make money. And we had worked eighteen hours a day. After that 
we split up. I went to Patagonia. And he stayed in Buenos Aires. He 
wanted to study. But I anticipated that with his restless spirit he wouldn’t 
graduate anything. I turned out to have been right. It hadn’t been even 
a year from our separation and he wrote me a desperate letter. He cursed 
civilization. He called it a swamp, in which even the purest souls sink, to 
be covered up in mud. And he really was a pure soul. Then he proposed 
to me for us to establish a free colony. I’ve never shared Bistrov’s utopian 
ideas. Then why did I agree with him? Maybe such a choice will seem 
weird to you. But that is just at first glance. You, brother, have never 
been to Patagonia. You don’t know this “Argentinean Siberia”. There 
you’re overtaken by such a sorrow for everything sunny and beautiful! 
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And you’re ready to go to the end of the world just not to be in that 
accursed land. And still the desire for gold pushes people there... 

He stopped. He lit a new cigar. The he meditatively looked into its 
smoke. I too lit a cigar and stayed silent. I didn’t want to spoil his mood. 

- Do you know? -— he piped up. - If Ivan Bistrov hadn't called me to 
go to the forests of Chaco I likely would be in Australia. And he may have 
been among the living even now. Of course, his death was a simple 
coincidence. One misunderstanding of nature. Or maybe that’s how it 
had to be. I start becoming a fatalist. Don’t laugh! Without a certain dose 
of fatalism one cannot live. But, damn it, I’m getting distracted... In 
actuality the topic was our free colony. Thanks to Bistrov the matter had 
been sorted sooner than I had expected. Of course, “had been sorted”, 
but... only in the books. And when we went to the province Santiago del 
Estero and after long wanderings found the land, that they had rented 
out to us, only then we understood all the hardships. That was a part of 
a virgin half-tropical forest that we had to uproot. Only after that could 
it be thought about productive labor, about agriculture... But it isn’t just 
that. The area was waterless. A real misfortune! We had to travel tens of 
kilometers to get ourselves water. There was nothing else, except to try 
to dig ourselves a well. The friends were disappointed and were insisting 
we go back immediately. Even one of them, the one who had come with 
me from Patagonia, grabbed his hat and made for the closest railway 
station. He came back, because he was scared of the long trip. More than 
two hundred kilometers separated us from that closest point of the 
railroad. Finally, Bistrov and I convinced the friends to wait some time 
until we checked if there was water. It pleased the cruel fate that we 
should find that, without which we couldn’t remain. We had dug a terribly 
deep well, at the bottom of which this damn water started tearing up. 
And we stayed, to plow the earth. And to work with bloody sweat on our 
foreheads for the bread which was our own. As it says in the Bible... It 
was an overwhelming struggle. Almost a whole year we, six strong 
Bulgarian men, puny ants, attacked with axes and picks the virgin forest 
of the tropics. I had lost hope too. Don’t even ask about the others. Only 
Ivan Bistrov trudged on. He wanted for us to wait out at least the results 
of the first harvest. We had blown more than fifteen hundred pesos. 
Those were the economics of all of us. Left without a centavo, we took a 
loan from a nearby almacen*, that still was very far away (of course, 
measured with Bulgarian distances). That was one of the main reasons 
for us to wait the first harvest. But the denouement came much sooner. 


*Almacen (Spanish) - a store in which various products are sold — Author’s note 
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One day Bistrov complained that his left hand is slightly swollen. We all 
looked at it and concluded that something had bitten him during sleep. 
But we didn’t pay much attention to that. And on the following day it was 
already late. Suddenly we understood that Bistrov’s blood was poisoned. 
Almost his entire body had swollen up and he couldn’t get up from the 
simple wooden bed. He felt terrible pains. What were we to do? I saw the 
death that stalked him from the corner of our simple hut. Odd why he 
didn’t speak of it even once! Maybe he didn’t want to scare us. Or who 
knows why?... Then he lost consciousness and was constantly moaning. 
A cruel death! I am powerless to describe the sorrow that had spread its 
wings above us. Fate! To see how a dear friend passes and not to be able 
to save him!... On the next morning, at the first smile of the wonderful 
tropical dawn we found him dead, swollen, and horrifying... So horrifying 
that a person couldn’t ever be found, who wouldn’t shiver at the sight of 
him. I’ve been to war, I’ve seen many dead, but that one was the most 
horrifying... And the sorrow choked us more and more mercilessly. We 
couldn’t stay even a day more in this damned forest. I proposed we burn 
Bistrov’s corpse. He was a hopeless atheist. And that would have been 
the most dignified funeral that we could have given him. The friends 
accepted the idea. We made a gigantic pyre of wood. Then we put 
Bistrov’s body and everything that was his on it. (I saved the two 
crumpled notebooks.) We piled atop him aromatic grasses and odorous 
flowers and lit the pyre. When the smoke and the fire stretched tall 
towards the sky, the two dogs, the pets of the colony, sorrowfully started 
howling. Wild and terrible was their howl. Only they mourned their friend 
out loud... 

He went silent. Then he started with irony, through which shone so 
much sorrow: 

- The rest isn’t interesting. We left the colony in a panicked run. We 
barely got to the railway. There we sold everything that weighed us down 
and we became light as feathers. But even that didn’t help much. Then 
we had to travel in a contraband way in the freight trains. We were 
constantly taken off and taken to various police stations. The use was 
that we had a great opportunity to collect parasites. But we didn’t lose 
hope and continued our sport: the so-called getting off and on into the 
freight cars while the train is in motion. Finally we reached Santa Fe. 
There the others “ditched”. But I with a freight ship went down the river. 
And here I am in Buenos... 

He stopped talking. 
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- Is that the whole story of Ivan Bistrov? — I whispered. 

- Yes, that is it... Ah! I forgot to tell you that I collected in a little 
bottle some of his ashes. When I return to Bulgaria, I’ll hand it over to 
his parents. 


